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PREFACE.

BY THE EIGHT EEV. THE BISHOP OP NEWPOKT,
Chaibman op the Bishops' Committee.

This Hymnal is issued with the sanction of the Archbishops and Bishops of the

Provinces of Westminster, Birmingham and Liverpool. The Hymns that it

contains are those which make up the book of Hymns already approved by

the Bishops, with seven added to bring up the number to 250. The tunes

have been in part selected and in part composed by Mr. E. E. Terry, Mus.D.,

Organist and Choirmaster of Westminster Cathedral, who has also written

and edited the harmonies. This eminent musician has here presented the

public with a work of great originality and distinction, for which he is entitled

to the thanks of the Catholic Church in English-speaking countries. The

Hymns are what we have been accustomed to, but the musical setting is, on

the whole, far more scientific and satisfying than anything that has hitherto

appeared. There can be no doubt that it will conduce very much to the

devotion and decorum of extra-liturgical worship and popular services to have

one common manual of Hymns, which at once offers a suitable variety and

prevents the undesirable introduction of amateur efforts and uncdifying novelties.

It often happens, moreover, that a hymn or a setting, in the course of use,

has undergone slight variations in different localities, and it is useful to have

an authentic version both of text and music. The book has been printed

and got up with great care and in good form. The Hymnal may be strongly

recommended to the clergy and to all concerned. The hymns are arranged and

numbered in the order prescribed by the Bishops' Committee.

(iii)



PREFACE.

Thanks have already been expressed to the owners of copyright, and the

various hymn-wrifcers and translators for the use of the Hymns to which their

names are attached
; among the rest, Archbishop Bagshawe, Bishop Casartelli,

Mgr. L. Hall, the Fathers Provincial of the Dominicans and the Eedemptorists,

the Eevv. Dom Bede Camm, O.S.B., F. Stanfield, Matthew Eussell, S.J.,

E. Gaynor, CM., and Messrs. Burns & Gates, Browne & Nolan, Watson & Co.

and H. Thomson.

-h JOHN CUTHBEET, G.S.B., Bishop of Ne^^•porc.

Feast of St. George, 1912.
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MUSICAL EDITOR'S PREFACE.

This collection contains a large number of entirely new tunes and a considerable

quantity of older ones in use amongst Catholics on the Continent, which, after

the test of centuries, are still popular to-day. Many other Catholic tunes have

only been known in this country through their presence in Protestant hymnals.

They are hex'e restored to the worship of the Catholic Church in this country.

The collection also includes all the popular tunes in common use amongst

English-speaking Cathohcs. Some of these tunes are good, some are indifferent,

and some bad. But it has been felt that since those of the last-named class

have been—for one generation at least—bound up with the pious associations of

so many holy lives, this is hardly the occasion for their suppression. They
have therefore been retained, although this retention cannot be justified on

musical or other artistic grounds. Alternative tunes have been provided to

most of them, so that they need not be used by those to w'hom they are

distasteful.

NEED FOE UNIFORMITY.

It has been felt that the chief defect in Catholic hymn-singing to-day, is

the lack of uniformity in the melodies of even the most popular hymns. Each

congregation is a law unto itself, and the variants of almost every popular

tune are so numerous, that chaos is the result when (at any great Catholic

gathering, for instance) different congregations unite in singing, each their own

version of the same tune. To take a few familiar examples :
—

Authentic Version.

Faith of our Fa • thers '. liv -
ini? still In spite of dun-geon, fire, and sword.

( V )



MUSICAL EDITOR'S PREFACE.

But as often as not we hear :
—

S^
5 1^=^=1^:

:wtzr^i^z=Mz ^m ^^cq^: 3=:S—F &c.

Faith of our Fa • thers ! liv - ing still In

And as very few congregations indeed observe the minim in bar 2, the result

is generally :
—

--i-Z

Faith of our Fa - thers 1 liv - ing still In spite of

Or again :
—

5^:

Authentic Version.

ts^g3
T^-V?^

:^~p?: -f^-
-I— I

:^=^- :=]: :^EF ^(^

Hail, Queen of Heaven, the o . cean Star : Guide of the wau - d'rer

But the following is quite common :
—

^y'^'7:i ^- -.^±=^1 -&c.

Starl Guide of the

The last two lines of this hymn suffer even more :
—

Authentic Version.

Mi^^ ==^ ^- :^-F-^--t >=^:i Sec.

aio - ther of Christ, Star of the sea, Pray for the wan - d'rcr

which is varied by many congi-egations thus :
—

3^SS
—±2z.^.: ^- ^^1^^ :^: =^E?=^

Mo - ther of Christ, Star of the sea, Pray

( vi)
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MUSICAL EDITOR'S PREFACE.

Richardson's beautiful tune to " Look down, O Mother Mary," has fortunately

escaped mutilation, but who has not heard the following version of "
Sing, sing,

ye Angel Bands," as frequently as the con-ect one?

-&c.

Through fields of star - ly light, Ma •
ry, your Queen, a • scends, like

" Mother of ]\Iercy
"
has been only slightly varied, but as the different versions

occur in the first bar, confusion results from the beginning. Again, take " God

bless our Pope." The chorus of this hymn was written by the composer in

simple common time :
—

*^
:2i

:^
z^-j.:

^^^
isis;

Sr^-^'SEEi
-^-

jr^.

God bless our Pope, God bless our Pope,

But five congregations out of every ten, turn it into compound triple time thus :
—

i fi-

^*=^
:^: ;S2ZJ- ^

God bless our Pope, God Wess our Pope,

Or again, take " To Jesus' Heart all burning," we hear both—

fc=l:

i^a|^g^^*c., and
:?,-!=]:

t:i^5^z^-^jlz^zlM^z^il:^ ts^z\k<t.

Je - sus' Heart, all burn - ing With .Te-sus' Heart, all burn • ing Witli

Also :

;:3.:=l:

^rtP^^^^^ "'' """ "^ W^'E^^^'^eA
.-!*-

raise the joy - fill strain. raise the joy • ful strain.

( vii )
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Or take the third line of hymn 16 :-

::i:
:^:

:=^=^: ~-^~- :^=i^: :^—^~rJz s>-

we have the penultimate bar frequently sung
:Jz:

^^1^1
i:

and sometimes /w^—^—^-y =1=;: -k Or again, in "
Jesus, my Lord,

behold at length the time," some congregations sing the last four lines straight

through. Others make a repeat after " I will never more offend Thee."

In Haydn's tune (to Hymn 197) we often hear the last line begin thus :
—

^-
--^-- --W—W^

=^—P—Kl'c.

In Webbe's " Salutaris
"

the composer wrote
^i^tz
^-\y—^—^—^— -, but one

--^fc

commonly hears fW-^-\T

Ho • sti - a

Ho - sti • a

In fact, the endings of each line of

the music are varied by congregations at will. In his " Tantum ergo
"

the

same kind of variations appear at the end of each line. In his equally widely

used " Veni Sancte Spiritus," he wrote z^^—^ j
-

Spi ri - tus

-, but quite half our

:1==i:

122:
congregations sing rty^-TrJ-^—J-

—
zz."- ^^^ every other line has also a

Spi - ri • tus

variant. Instances need not be further multiplied.

( viii )
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In this book, the variations have been reduced to uniformity by giving the

tune as the composer originally wrote it, or where this was not ascertainable,

by reverting to the earliest form of the melody. It is too much to expect that

adult members of congregations accustomed to mutilated or transformed melodies,

will at once assimilate the correct form of them. But if one standard version is

carefully and consistently taught in the schools, the next generation will see

English Cathohcs in all parts of the country singing, at any rate, the same form

of the same tune to any given hymn.

CHAEACTEE OF THE TUNES.

Since vernacular hymns are essentially intended for the congregation rather

than the choir, the first requisite is a strong and well-defined melody which

lends itself easily to unison singing. Experience has shown that the difficult

tunes for a congregation are those in which the melody lies at a high pitch

throughout, and not those which contain an occasional high note. Ewing's
well known tune to " Jerusalem the golden

"
is a case in point. It takes the

congregation to F sharp (top treble line), yet it is invariably sung with lusty

vigour, and remains one of the most popular tunes in English-speaking countries.

The keys chosen for the tunes of this book have been those which secured the

requisite brightness, while placing the tune as a whole within the range of

the average singer, to whom it would not cause strain or fatigue.

SOUKCES OF THE MELODIES.

It has been deemed advisable that the tunes, like the hymns, should be by
Catholic authors, or from Catholic sources. In the case of Continental tunes the

authorship is sometimes difficult to fix, since many are sung by Catholics and

Protestants alike. The presence of such tunes in Catholic Chorale books and

their constant use amongst Catholic congregations has been deemed sufficient

warrant for their inclusion here. In the case of old English tunes, whose actual

authors are unknown, many were no doubt the product of the Eeformation,

(ix )
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while others bear every trace of "folk-tunes," which were the common property

of the people. One or two anonymous tunes of the latter class have been here

included. In the case of old tunes, the form of which has varied in the course

of time, or in different localities, the object has been to give the best version,

not necessarily the earliest. In some cases a particular version is already

familiar in England (Webbe's arrangement of " Filii et Filiae," for example),
and has therefore been included on that ground alone. In other cases the

original tune is unfamiliar in England, but adaptations of it have become well

known and stereotyped {e.g. Monk's adaptation of "Ave hierarchia" :

Hymn 261, second tune). In such cases it has been deemed advisable to

adhere to the English form of the tune. On artistic and archaeological grounds
this may be regrettable, but the Editor realises that vernacular hymn-singing

amongst English Catholics is in its early stages : this book is intended for

immediate practical use
;
and while a reversion to the original form of ancient

tunes is possible in a country with an unbroken Catholic tradition, it is at present

in England (with the shadow of the Penal Times barely lifted) rather a counsel

of perfection than a practicable idea.

THE PLAINSONG MELODIES.

The Plainsong melodies in this book have been taken from the Vatican

Graduale, or (when not contained in the Graduale) from the Solesmes

Antiphoner. On the vexed question of accompaniment the Editor has kept in

view four points :
—

simplicity, directness, due regard to the accentuation of the

words, and strict adherence to the Mode in which the melody is written.

Point III, however, cannot always be strictly observed in the case of metrical

hymns containing a number of verses, since it would have involved the great

expense of printing each separate verse in full. For example, in Hymn 55 the

tonic accents at the beginning of the first two lines in vei'Ses 1 and 2

respectively, are :
—

(1) Veni Creator Spiritus,

(2) Qui diceris Paraclitus,
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The " counsel of perfection
"

would be to bring out these tonic accents by

dilierent harmonies, e.g. :
—

(1)

Ve - ni Cre tor Qui di ce - ns

i=F

t^ f^

H=t^^

(2)

^-!^- ^

But for practical purposes, the accompaniments (as they stand in the book)

in such cases, can produce the desired effect at the hands of any competent

organist.

Any suggestion of heaviness in the accompaniments cannot be too strongly

deprecated. Nothing contributes more to this effect than the monotonous

booming of the pedals throughout. Occasional verses or phrases on the manuals

alone will give the necessary relief.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS.

The Editor's original intention was to make the book an anthology of tunes

by English composers. This was frustrated by the refusal of two proprietors of

large collections of tunes to use their copyrights. No such difiiculty, however,

has been experienced with individual composers ; permission to use their

copyright tunes having invariably been willingly given. Their names appear

in the index opposite their respective contributions, and the Editor's grateful

thanks are here tendered. Special thanks are due to Mr. W. Tozer, for his

kindness in allowing the Editor to make a selection from the copyrights of his

brother, the late Dr. A. E. Tozer; to the Very Eev. Anselm Bui'ge, O.S.B., for

placing a collection of tunes unreservedly at the disposal of the Editor
; to the

Eev. Sebastian Bowden, for the use of tunes 92 and 160, formerly the copyright

of the late Eev. C. Bowden; to the Eev. C. Eaymond-Barker, S.J., for his

original tunes, his harmonies to Hymn 112, and for many valuable suggestions ;
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to Mr. W. Sewell, for his original tunes (129, 175, 187, 234), and for his

harmonies to tunes 3, 11, 30, 44, 100 (second tune), 101 (first tune), 106, 113,

115, 118, 138 (first tune), 139 (first tune), 144, 147, 149, 158, 164, 179, 198,

203, 211, 215, 225, 231, 239, 242 ; to Mrs. Swinnerton Hughes, for permission

to use tunes 77 and 91, the composition of her father, the late R. L. de Pearsall ;

to Dr. E. Yaughan-Williams, for permission to use his harmonies to tune 244

in so far as the different form of the melody permitted ;
to Miss A. D. Scott,

for generously undertaking tunes to difficult metres for which there was great

difficulty in securing composers ;
to the families of the late Geo. Herbert and

F. Westlake, for their tunes Nos. 26 (second tune), 225 and 108 ; to the

Et. Eev. xlbbot Ford, O.S.B., Chairman of the Musical Committee; the Eev.

Sebastian Gates, O.P. ; the Eev. Anthony Pollen, CO. ; Mr. Edward d'Evry ;

and the other members of the Musical Committee already named, for their

valuable advice and useful suggestions. But the Editor's chiefest thanks are

due to Mr. F. A. Keene, Mus.B., F.E.C.O., L.E.A.M., for his invaluable

assistance in the laborious work of proof correcting, as well as for his sotmd

advice and healthy criticism throughout.

No pains have been spared to discover the owners of copyright tunes. If

any infringement of copyright has unwittingly been committed, the Editor begs

to offer his sincere apologies, and will remedy the error in future editions. He

also wishes to thank all those who have kindly submitted tunes which he has

been unable to include.

E. E. TEEEY.
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•iiti + -<&-
f^-"-

Gf-

IZ^H^ :^:

-(SE>-1

.-gSe
:q: -(Si-

En clara vex redarguit
Lauds.

HARK ! an awful voice is sounding :

"
Christ is nigh !

"
it seems to say ;

" Cast away the dreams of darkness,
O ye children of the day !

"

Lo ! the Lamb so long expected,
Comes with pardon down from Heaven

;

Let us haste, with tears of sorrow,
One and all to be forgiven.

Startled at the solemn warning,
Let the earth-bound soul arise

;

Christ her Sun, all sloth dispelling,
Shines upon the morning skies.

So when next He comes with glory.

Wrapping all the earth in fear.

May He then as our Defender

On the clouds of Heav'n appear.

Honour, glory, virtue, merit.
To the Father and the Son,

With the co-eternal Spirit
While eternal ages run.

[TR. REV. K. CASWALL]
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$tiz^
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4—i-

^'-
-<s>-

T^'

^z^: -iT^^zuzti^ii-^

fS*-*-/^—(S> g^ g>
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S
rr

I 1
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%S
-<S>- ^ r^ -^-

—̂<s»-
:^

:^-

-^J^n-4-l-^-Jn-^--g^ri
y^-f^-P^-Q^

v:^

Creator alme siderura.

Vespers.

nr\EAR Maker of the starry skies !

-•->^
Light of believers evermore !

Jesu, Redeemer of mankind !

Be near us who Thine aid implore.

So great the glory of Thy might.
If we but chance Thy name to sound,

At once all Heaven and Hell unite

In bending low with awe profound.

"When man was sunk in sin and death,
Lost in the depth of Satan's snare,

Love brought Thee down to cure our ills,

By taking of those ills a share.

Great Judge of all ! in that last day,
When friends shall fail, and foes combine.

Be present then Avith us, we i^ray,

To guard us with Thy arm divine.

Thou for the sake of guilty men
Permitting Thy pure blood to flow,

Didst issue from Thy Virgin shrine

And to the Cross a Victim go.

To God the Father with the Son,
And Holy Spirit, One and Three,

Be honour, glory, blessing, praise.
All through the long eternity.

[TR. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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t)
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^ \^=^-

I
I I

I

ig^^ei
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I
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: ^-^:^:
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j^,aij:=i-£M^^ |__|—1-,

5^-3 i—r-'

Our Lady's

LIKE
the dawning of the morning,

On the mountain's golden heights,
Like the breaking of the moonbeams
On the gloom of cloudy nights,

Like a secret told by angels,

Getting known upon the earth,

Is the Mother's Expectation
Of Messias' speedy birth !

Thou wert happy, blessed Mother !

With the very bliss of Heaven,
Since the angel's salutation

In thy raptured ear was given ;

Expectation.

Since the Ave of that midnight,
When thou wert anointed Queen,

Like a river overflowing
Hath the grace within thee been.

Thou hast waited, child of David !

And thy waiting now is o'er !

Thou hast seen Him, blessed Mother !

And wilt see Him evermore !

Oh, His Human Face and Features !

They were passing sweet to see :

Thou beholdest them this moment !

^ilother, show them now to me.

[KEV. r. W. FABElt]
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m -^-n
-G>--

t-^--

-f^-

^-^-^^-- -(S>- :c2:
e f:^-^:

-Gt-

<2_ -Gt—G>—S^-i

-^
z^—^^tn

-«s»-
-Gh- I-(S>- ^-v

Verbum supemum prodiens,
Matins.

OTHOU,
who Thine own Father's breast

Forsaking, Word sublime !

Didst come to aid a world distress'd

In Thy appointed time :

So when before the Judgment-seat
The sinner hears his doom,

And when a voice divinely sweet
Shall call the righteous home ;

Our hearts enlighten with Thy ray,

And kindle with Thy love
;

That, dead to earthly things, we may
Live but to things above.

Safe from the black and fiery flood

That sweeps the dread abyss,

May we behold the face of God
In everlasting bliss.

To God the Father, with the Son,
And Spirit evermore.

Be glory while the ages run,
As in all time before.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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^
i^...-i III I ilil I irrT'i I 1^i^...-i I I

k'-v I 1
I

O come and let us

"^ ^ I

^>-

^ . O .
I I I I I *'i 1 I

-^^ --

wor-ship,

*^^
^ 1^=d=i;=«^

w~w~w~w
I I I I I I I

in^—1 r

O come and let us wor-ship, O come and let us
I I I

! I
I .1 J I

|_-^-
-^

wor - ship Christ

J-

1 1 1 1

\ i+-|- -I f—l-l-Ss^M

e Lord.

\r.w)zri^

zt-lzt-

Adeste fideles.

CO^IE,
all ye faithful,

Joyful and triumphant,
O hasten, O hasten to Eethlehem

;

See in a manger
The Monarch of angels.

O come and let us worship
Christ the Lord.

God of God eternal,

Light from light proceeding,
He deigns in the Virgin's womb to lie

;

Very God of very God,
Begotten, not created.

O come, &c.

Sing alleluia.

All ye choirs of angels ;

Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above,

Glory to God
In the highest.

O come, etc.

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee,
Born this happy morning ;

To Thee, O .Jesus, be glory given ;

True Word of the Father,
In our flesh aj)pearing.

O come, &c.

[TR. CANON OAKKT.FT]
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CHRISTMAS.

SEE,
amid the winter's snow,

Born for us on earth below,

See, the tender Lamb appears,
Promised from eternal years !

Hail, thou ever-blessed morn !

Hail, Kedemption's happy dawn 1

Sing through all Jerusalem,
Christ is born in Bethlfchem !

Lo, AA'ithin a manger lies

He who built the starry skies :

He, who throned in heights sublime

Sits amid the Cherubim !

Hail, &c.

Say, ye holy Shepherds, say.
What your joyful news to-day ;

Wherefore have ye left your sheep
On the lonely mountain steep 1

Hail, &c.

"As we watch'd at dead of night,

Lo, we saw a wondrous light ;

Angels singing peace on earth.

Told us of the Saviour's birth."

Hail, <kc.

Sacred Infant all divine,

What a tender love was Thine ;

Thus to come from highest bliss,

Down to such a world as this !

Hail, itc.

Teach, O teach us, holy Child,

By Thy face so meek and mild,
Teach us to resemV)le Thee,
In Thy sweet humility !

Hail, (fee.

Virgin Mother, Mary blest,

By the joys that fill thy breast,

Pray for us, that we may prove
Worthy of the Saviour's love.

Hail, ifec. [REV. E. CASWALL]
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i
1

-t^:^^. -I !- t^
L^

[^

A NGELS we have heard on high,
-^^

Sweetly singing o'er our plains,
And the mountains in reply,

Echoing their joyous strains.

Gloria in excelsis Deo.

Shepherds, why this .Jubilee ?

Why your rapturous strain prolong ?

"What may the gladsome tidings be,
Which insjjire your heavenly song *?

Gloria in excelsis Deo.

Come to Bethlehem, and see

Him whose birth the angels sing :

Come, adore on bended knee,
Christ the Lord, the new-born King.

Gloria in excelsis Deo.

See Him in a manger laid

Whom the choirs of angels praise !

Mary, Joseph, lend your aid

While our hearts in love we raise.

Gloria in excelsis Deo.

(BISHOP CHAPWICn]
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CHRISTMAS.

THE snow lay on the ground,
The stars shone bright,

When Christ our Lord was born

On Christmas night.

St. .Jose]ih, too, was by
To tend the Child,

'

To guard Him and protect
His Mother mild.

'Twas Mary, daughter pure
Of Holy Anne,

That brought into this world
The God made man.

The angels hovered round
And sang this song :

Venite adoremus
Dominum.

She laid Him in a stall

At Bethlehem,
The ass and oxen shared
The roof with them.

And then that manger poor
Became a throne ;

For He whom ]SIary bore

Was God the Son.

O come, then let us join
The heavenly host.

To praise the Father, Son,
And Holy Ghost.

[OLD KNGLISH CAROL]
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LEAD me to Thy peaceful manger,
'Woiid'rous Babe of Bethlehem ;

Shepherds hail Thee, yet a stranger ;

Let me worship Thee with them.

I am vile, but Thou art holy ;

Oil, unite my heart to Thee ;

Make me contrite, keep me loAvly,

Pure as Thou wouklst have me Ije.

Let nic listen to the story.

Full of all-surpassing love,

How the Lord of grace and glory
Left for us His throne above :

( u )

Touch'd with sympathy so tender,
Man adores while seraphs gaze.

And with gladness we surrender

8oul an(l body to Thy praise.

Blessed Jesus, holy Saviour,

Oftsi)ring of the royal Maid,

By Thy meek and ]iure behaviour

In her folding arms display'd ;

By the tears of earliest anguish,
f)u Thine infant brow iinjtearrd,

}')y the love that could not languish
Thou hast saved a ruin'd world !

[M. BniliGKS]
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SLEEP,
Holy Babe,

Upon Thy :Motlier's breast !

Great Lord of earth and sea and sky,

How sweet it is to see Thee lie

In such a place of rest !

Sleep, Holy Babe !

Thine Angels watch around
;

All bending low, with folded wings,
Before th' Incarnate King of kings,
In reverent awe profound !

Sleep, Holy Babe !

While I with Mary gaze
In joy upon that face awhile,

Upon the loving infant smile,

Which there divinely plays.

Sleep, Holy Babe !

Ah, take Thy brief repose ;

Too (juickly will Thy slumbers break

And Thou to lengthen'd pains awake,
That death alone shall close.

Then must those hands,
Which now so fair I see

;

Those little pearly feet of Thine,

So soft, so delicately fine.

Be pierced and rent for me !

Then must that brow
Its thorny crown receive

;

That cheek more lovely than the rose,

Be drench'd with blood, and marr'd with

That I thereby may live. [blows,

O Lady blest !

Sweet Virgin, hear my cry !

Forgive the wrong that I have done
To thee, in caixsing thy dear Son

Upon the Cross to die !

[REV. E. OASWALIil
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STARS
of glory, shine more brightly ;

Purer be the moonlight's beam
;

Glide, ye hovirs and moments, lightly,

Swiftly down Time's deep'ning stream.

Bring the hour that banish'd sadness,

Brought Redemption down to earth
;

When the shepherds heard with gladness

Tidings of a Saviour's birth.

Lo, a beauteous angel soaring
In the bright celestial blaze

;

On the shepherds low adoring
Rest his mild effulgent rays :

" Fear not !

"
cries the heavenly stranger ;

" Him whom ancient Jews foretold,

Weeping in a lowly manger.
Shepherds, haste ye to behold."

( 13 )

See the shepherds quickly rising,

Hast'ning to the humble stall.

And the new-born Infant prizing
As the mighty Lord of all.

Lowly now they bend before Him
In His helpless infant state

;

Firmly faithful, they adore Him,
And His greatness celebrate.

Hark ! the swell of heavenly voices

Peals along the vaulted sky ;

Angels sing, while earth rejoices,

Glory to our God on high :

Glory in the highest Heaven,
Peace to humble men on earth ;

Joy to these and bliss is given
In the great Redeemer's birth.

[CANON HUSENBKTH]



CHRISTMAS.

St. Luke

ALL in a stable cold and bare

A lovely Lifajit lay ;

The night was dark, but round that Babe
Was bright as summer day.

A lowly maiden watched beside

To soothe His plaintive cry,
While angel voices idled the air

With sweetest lullaby.

The Avond'ring shepherds heard the strain,
As by their flocks they staid ;

The light of heav'n around them shone,
And they were sore afraid.

But—" Fear ye not,"—an angel said,
" Good news to you I bring :

This night is born in Bethlehem
Your Saviour and your King.

(

ii. 7-16.

"
Yet, not in kingly state He lies,

In royal robes arrayed :

But meanly wrapped in swathing 1 ands,
And in a manger laid."

Then carolled forth a heavenly throng

Beyond all human ken :
—

" To God be glory in the height,
And peace on earth to nien I

"

Then said the shepherds one and all :

" To Bethlehem let us go,

And see this wonder come to i)ass,

Which God hath let us know."

And soon they found the heav'nly Babe,
And bowed them down before :

Oh ! children, let us join with them.
And our s^\•eet Lord adore.

, [TK. RKV. E. GAVNKR)
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Lauds.

FROM where the rising sun ascends,

To M'here his daily pathway ends,

Through every region let us sing,

The Maiden's offspring, Christ, our King

The great Creator deigns assume
Our servile form from Mary's womb.
That clothed in Hesh He might reclaim

The fallen Hesh Himself did frame.

The angel's voice the deed foretells,

And Christ within her bosom dwells,
And .John, unborn, exults to find

The Lord made Hesh to save mankind.

In manger laid your Lord behold !

The hay His bed in winter's cold ;

Behold Him fed on infant fare.

Who feeds the feathered fowls of air.

By Heaven o'ershadowed, filled with grace,
A spotless maid of David's race.

Surpassing nature's law, contains

The fruit without the mother's pains.

O dwelling ever pure and bright !

The fane where dwells the God of might.
To which descends at Heaven's behest.
The Word conceived in Mary's breast.

And, hark ! the choir angelic raise

To God the joyful song of jiraise,

And bid the lowly shepherds know
The Shepherd-Lord of all below.

To God the Father, God the Son
Of IMary born, be homage done !

The like to God the Si)irit be,

J'liree.

[TR. REV. FR. TRAPPES]

Eternal Godhead, One in

( 15)
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Salvete flores martyrum.

The Holy Innocents.

FLOWERS
of iiiartjTdom all hail !

Smitten by the tyrant foe

On life's threshold,
—as the gale

Strews the roses ere they blow.

First to bleed for Christ, sweet lambs !

What a simple death ye died I

Sporting with your Avreaths and palms,
At the very altar side !

Honour, glory, virtue, merit.
Be to thee, O Virgin's Son !

With the Father, and the Spirit,

While eternal ages run.

[TR. KKV. E. CASWALL]
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CHRISTMAS.

Jesu, Redemptor omnium.
Vespers.

JESU,
Redeemer of the world ! This ever-blest recurring day

Before the earliest dawn of light Its witness bears, that all alone.
From everlasting ages born. From Thy own Father's bosom forth.
Immense in glory as in might ; To save the world Thou camest down.

Immortal Hope of all mankind !

In whom the Father's face Ave see ;

Hear Thou the ])rayers Thy people pour
This day throughout the world to Thee.

Remember, O Creator Lord !

That in the Virgin's sacred womb
Thou wast conceived, and of her flesh

Didst our mortality assume.

O day ! to which the seas and sky,
And earth and Heav'n, glad welcome

O day ! which heal'd our misery, [sing ;

And brought on earth salvation's King !

We too, () hold, who have been cleansed

In Thy own fount of blood divine,
Offer the tribute of sweet song.
On this dear natal day of Thine.

O Jesu ! born of Virgin bright,
Immortal glory be to Thee ;

Praise to the Father infinite,

And Holy Ghost ftcrnally.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]

( 17 )



OLD YEAR AND NEW YEAR.
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Lapsus est annus.

AYEAK is dead, a year is born ;

Thus time flies by on silent wing :

Thou, Lord, alone canst guide our course

And safe to heaven Thy people bring.

For all past gifts we render thanks
;

For graces new we humbly pray.

Oh, grant that Ave and those we love

^lay ne'er from Faith and duty stray.

O Lord, our daily Avants supply ;

Protect from sickness and disease ;

And deign to give, O God of Love,
The blessing of unbroken peace.

Oh, blot out all our ancient sins

And give us strength to fall no more ;

"When fight is o'er and victory w on,

Then crown us on the eternal shore.

For all the old j-ear's sins we grieve ;

Our hearts we consecrate to Thee.

Grant us, when all our years are sped,

Our Heavenly Father's face to see.

[TK. MGR. CANON HALIJ
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Crudelis Herodes Deum.

Epiphany, Yespers.

O CRUEL Herod ! why thus fear

Thy King and God, who comes below \

No earthly crown comes He to take,
Who heavenly kingdoms doth bestow.

Behold at length the heavenly Lamb
Baptized in Jordan's sacred flood ;

There consecrating by His touch
Water to cleanse us in His blood.

The wiser Magi see the star,
And follow as it leads before ;

By its pure ray they seek the Light,
And with their gifts that Light adore.

But Cana saw her glorious Lord

Begin His miracles divine
;

When water, reddening at His weird,

Flow'd forth obedient in wine.

To Thee, O Jesu, who Thyself
Hast to the Gentile world display'd,

Praise, with the Father evermore,
And with the Holy Ghost, be paid.

(TR. RF.V. E. CASWALL}
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OLD YEAR AND NEW YEAR.

1/ (Second Tune.)mm
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Crudelis Herodes Deum.

Epiphany, A'espers.

O CRUEL Herod ! Avliy thus fear

Thy King and God, who comes below 1

Xo earthly crown comes He to take,

Who heavenly kingdoms doth bestow.

Behold at length the heavenly Lamb
Baptized in Jordan's sacred flood

;

There consecrating by His touch

Water to cleanse us in His blood.

The Aviser Magi see the star,

And follow as it leads before ;

By its pure ray they seek the Light.
And with their gifts that Light adore.

But Cana saw her glorious Lord

Begin His miracles divine :

When water, reddening at His word,
Flow'd forth obedient in wine.

To Thee, O Jesu, who Thyself
Hast to the Gentile world displayed,

Praise, with the Father evermore.
And with the Holy Ghost, be paid.

|TR, REV. E. OASWALLl
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OLD YEAR AND NEW YEAR.
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O sola magnarum urbium.

Epiphany, Lauds.

BETHLEHEM
! of noblest cities

None can once with thee compare ;

Thou alone the Lord from Heaven
Didst for us Incarnate bear.

By its lambent beauty guided,

See, the Eastern kings ajipear ;

See them bend, their gifts to ofier,—

Gifts of incense, gold, and myrrh.

Fairer than the sun at morning
Was the star that told His birth

;

To the lands their God announcing,
Hid beneath a form of earth.

Solemn things of mystic meaning !-

Incense doth the God disclose ;

Gold a royal child proclaimeth ;

Myrrh a future tomb foreshews.

Holy Jesu ! in Thy brightness
To the Gentile world disjilay'd !

With the Father, and the Spirit,

Praise eterne to Thee b(; paid.

[TR. RKV. K. CASWALL]
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THE MOST HOLY NAME,
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N.B.—Tune 24 is tisually sung to this hymn.

m
Vespers.

JE8U
! the very thought of Thee

With sweetness hlls my breast j

But sweeter far Thy face to see^

And in Thy presence rest.

Jesu dulcis tnemoria.

O hope of every contrite heart,
O joy of all the meek,

To those who fall, how kind Thou art !

How good to those who seek !

Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame,
Xor can the memory find,

A sweeter sound than Thy blest name,
O Saviour of mankind !

Rut what to those who find '? ah I this

Xor tongue nor pen can show :

The love of Jesus, what it is.

None but His lovers know.

Jesu ! our only joy be Thou,
As Thou our prize wilt be ;

Jesu ! be Thou our glory now;
And through eternity.

[TK. KEV. K. CASWALL]
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THE MOST HOLY NAME.
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Jesu Rex admirabilis.

Matins.

OJESU
I King most wonderful !

Thou Conqueror renown'd !

Thou Sweetness most ineffa1)le !

In whom all joys are found !

Wlien once Thou visitest the Jieart,
Then truth begins to shine

;

Then earthly vanities depart ;

Then kindles love divine.

O .Jesu : Light of all below !

Thou Fount of life and lire !

Surpassing all the joys we know.
And all we can desire.

May every heart confess Thy name,
And ever Thee adore

;

And seeking Thee, itself inflame

To seek Thee more and more.

Thee may our tongues for ever bless ;

Thee may we love alone
;

And ever in our lives express
The image of Thine own.

[TK. UEV. E. CASWALL]
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Lauds.

OJESU
! Thou the beauty art

Of angel worlds above ;

Thy Name is music to the heart,

Enchanting it with love.

Jesu decus angelicum.

O my sweet Jesu ! hear the sighs
Which unto Thee I send

;

To Thee mine inmost spirit cries,

My being's hope and end !

Celestial sweetness unalloy'd !

Who eat Thee hunger still ;

Who drink of Thee still feel a void,
Which nought but Thou can fill.

8tay with us, Lord, and with Thy light

Illume the soul's abyss ;

Scatter the darkness of our night.
And fill the world with bliss.

O Jesu ! spotless Virgin flower !

Our life and joy ! to Thee
Be praise, beatitude, and power.
Through all eternity.

'TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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LENT.
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Now are the days of hiuul )lest jirayer,

Wlien consciences to God lie bare,
And mercy most delights to si)are.

Oh, hearken when we cry.
Chastise us with Thy fear ;

Yet, Father ! in the multitude
Of Thy compassions, hear I

Now is the season, wisely long.
Of sadder thought and giaver song,
When ailing souls grow well and strong.

Oh, hearken, &c.

The feast of penance ! Oh so bright,
With true conversion's heavenly light,
Like sunrise after stormy night !

Oh, hearken, &c.

Oh, happy time of blessed tears,
Of surer hopes, of chastening fears

Undoing all our evil years.

Oh, hearken, S:c.

We, who have loved the world, must learn,

Upon that world our backs to turn,
And with the love of God to burn.

Oh, hearken, &c'.

Vile creatures of such little worth I
—

Than we, there can be none on earth

More fallen from their Christian bii'th.

Oh, hearken, ii:c.

Full long in sin's dark ways Ave went.
Yet now our steps are heavenward bent,
And grace is plentiful in Lent.

Oh, hearken, <tc.

All glory to redeeming grace,

Disdaining not our evil case,
But showing us our Saviour's face !

Oh, hearken, ikc.

[REV. F. \V. FABER]
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Vespers.

THOU loving Maker of mankind,
Before Thy thronewe pray and weep ;

Oh, strengthen us Avith grace divine,

Duly this sacred Lent to keep.

Audi benigne Conditor.

^lucli have we sinn'd ; but we confess

Our guilt, and all our faults deplore-:

Oh, for the praise of Thy great Name,
Our fainting souls to health restore !

Searcher of hearts ! Thou dost discern

Our ills, and all our weakness know

Again to Thee with tears we turn
;

Again to us Thy mercy show.

And grant us, while by fasts we strive

This mortal body to control.

To fast from all the food of sin.

And so to purify the souL

Hear us, O Trinity thrice blest !

Sole Unity ! to Thee we cry :

\\juchsafe us from these fasts below

To reap immortal fruit on high.

[TU. REV. E. CASWALL]
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LENT.
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Quicunque certum quaeritis.

Old Office of the Sacred Heart.

ALL ye who seek a comfort sure

In trouble and distress,

Wliatever sorrow vex the mind,
Or guilt the soul oppress :

What meeker than the Saviour's Heart '^—

As on the Cross He lay,

It did His murderers forgive,

And for their pardon pray.

Jesus, who gave Himself for you
Ul)on the cross to die,

Opens to you His sacred Heart,—

Oh, to that Heart draw nigh !

O Heart ! thou joy of Saints on high !

Thou Hope of sinners here !

Attracted by those loving words,
To Thee I lift my prayer.

Ye hear how kindly He invites
;

Ye hear His words so blest ;—
"
All ye that labour, come to Me,
And I will give you rest."

Wash Thou my wounds in that dear Blood
Which forth from Thee doth flow ;

New grace, new hojjc inspire °,

a new
And better heart bestow.

ITR. UEV. K. CASWALL]
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Saevo dolorum turbine.

O'ERWHELM'D
in depths of woe,

Upon the Tree of scorn

Hangs the Redeemer of mankind,
With racking anguish torn.

See ! how the nails those liands

And feet so tender rend
;

See ! down His face, and neck, and breast,

His sacred Blood descend.

Hark ! with what awful cry
His Spirit takes its flight ;

That cry, it smote His Mother's heart

And wrapt her soul in night.

Earth hears, and to its base

Rocks wildly to and fro ;

T()niV)s burst
; seas, rivers,

The veil is rent in two.

mountains

[quake ;

The sun withdraws his light :

The midday heavens grow pale ;

The moon, the stars, the universe,
Their Maker's death bewail.

Shall man alone be mute %

Come, youth ! and hoary hairs !

Come, rich and poor ! come, all mankind !

And bathe those feet in tears.

Come ! fall before His Cross,
Who shed for us His blood

;

Who died the victim of pure love,

To make us sons of God.

Jesu ! all praise to Thee,
Our joy and endless rest !

Re Thou our Guide while pilgrims here.

Our crown amid the blest.

[TR. KKV. E. CASWALL]
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Gesii mio, con dure funi.

MY Jesus ! say, what wretcli has dared

Thy sacred hands to bind %

And who has dared to buffet so

Thy face so meek and kind ?

Tis I have thus ungrateful been,
Yet, Jesus, pity take !

Oh si)are and ])ardon me, my Lord,
For Thy sweet mercy's sake.

My Jesus ! who with spittle vile

Profaned Thy sacred brow '\

And whose unpitying scourge has made
Thy precious blood to flow %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, (fee.

My Jesus ! whose the hands that wove
That cruel thorny crown '\

AVho made that hai'd and heavy cross

Which weighs Thy shoulders down %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c.

My Jesus ! who has mocked Thy thirst

With vinegar and gall ;

Who held the nails that pierced Thy hands,
And made the hammer fall %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c.

My Jesus ! say, who dared to nail

Those tender feet of Thine ;

And whose the arm that raised the lance
To

]
tierce that Heart divine %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, »fec.

And, ]\Iary ! who has murdered thus

Thy lov'd and only One %

Canst thou forgive the 1)lood-stained hand
That robl>ed'thee of thy Son %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful l)een

To Jesus and to thee
;

Forgive me for thy Jesus' sake.
And pray to Him for me.

( ^y )

1st. alphonsus. tr. rev. e. vaughan, c.ss.r.j
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Gesu mio, con dure funi.

MY Jesus ! say, what wretch has dared

Thy sacred hands to Inud %

And who has dared to buffet so

Thy face so nieek and kind %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been,
Yet, Jesus, pity take !

Oh spare and pardon nie, my Lord,
For Thy sweet mercy's sake.

My Jesus ! who with spittle vile

Profaned Thy sacred brow %

And whose unpitying scourge has made
Thy precious blood to flow %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c.

My Jesus ! whose the hands that wove
That cruel thorny crown %

Who made that hard and heavy cross

Which weighs Thy shoulders down %

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, etc.

]\Iy Jesus ! who has mocked Thy thirst

With vinegar and gall ;

Who held the nails that pierced Thy hands,
And made the hammer fall !

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, kc.

]\Iy Jesus ! say, who dared to nail

Those tender feet of Thine
;

And whose the arm that raised the lance
To pierce that Heart divine ?

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, kc.

And, Mary ! who has murdered thus

Thy lov'd and only One %

Canst thou forgive tlae blood-stained hand
That robbed thee of thy Son '?

'Tis I have thus ungrateful been
To Jesus and to thee

;

Forgive me for thy Jesus' sake.
And pray to Him for me.

[ST. ALl'HONSUS. TR. REV. K. VAUGHAN, C.SS.R.l
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:r^: :c^:

^$:

-£==*_

-^- :^=
^!=^ &-

I
I

I

27

-^--
—iS>-

-(^-

ii
i_p_,
—

r-^
—t-

-iS^- :^
-i-N=

I

-(S-- -S'- -J2- ;^

-^B- i^:
•S?-

-1^-
r-Upzl

:z2: :^:

-s*- .(S-

les: :^-
lis:

22:

OH come and mourn with me awhile

See, Mary calls us to her side
;

Oh come and let us mourn with her
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Come, take thy stand beneath the Cross,
And let the Blood from out that Side

Fall gently on thee drop by drop ;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Have we no tears to shed for Him,
While soldiers scoff and Jews deride %

Ah ! look how patiently He hangs ;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

A broken lieart, a fount of tears

Ask, and they Avill not be denied

A broken heart. Love's cradle is
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Seven times He spoke, seven words of love.
And all three hours His silence cried

For mercy on the souls of men
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

O Love of God ! O sin of man !

In this dread act your strength is ti'ied

And victory remains with Love
;

For He, our Love, is crucified !

[REV. K. W. FABER]
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OH come and mourn with me awhile !

See, Mary calls us to her side
;

Oh come and let us mourn with her
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Have we no tears to shed for Him,
While soldiers scoff and Jews deride ?

Ah ! look how patiently He hangs ;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Seven times He spoke, seven words of love.

And all three hours His silence cried

For mercy on the souls of men ;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Come, take thy stand beneath the Cross,
And let the Blood from out that Side

Fall gently on thee drop by drop ;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

A broken heart, a fount of tears

Ask, and they Mill not be denied j

A broken heart. Love's cradle is
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

O Love of God ! O sin of man !

In this dread act your strength is tried

And victory remains with Love
;

For He, onr Love, is crucified !

(RKV. F. W. FABKR]
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A T the Cross her station keeping
-^-^ Stood the mournful Mother weeping,

Close to Jesus to the last :

Through her heart, His sorrow sharing.
All His bitter anguish bearing.
Now at length the sword had pass'd.

Oh, how sad and sore distress'd

Was that Mother highly blest

Of the sole-begotten One !

Christ above in torment hangs ;

8he lieneath beholds the pangs
Of her dying glorious Son.

Is there one Avho would not weeji,
Whelm'd in miseries so deej*

Christ's dear Mother to behold \

Can the human heart refrain

From partaking in her pain,
In that Mother's pain untold \

Bruised, derided, cursed, defiled,
She beheld her tender Child

All with bloody scourges rent ;

For the sins of His own nation,
Saw Him hang in desolation.

Till His Spirit forth He sent.

O thou Mother ! fount of love !

Touch my spirit from above,
Make my heart ^vith thine accord :

Make me feel as thou hast felt
;

Make my soul to glow and melt
"With the love of Christ my Lord.

Stabat Mater dolorosa.

Sequence of the Seven Dolours.

Holy Mother ! pierce me through ;

In my heart each wound renew
Of my Saviour crucified :

Let me share with thee His pain.
Who for all my sins was slain.

Who for me in torments died.

Let me mingle tears with thee,

Mourning Him who mourn'd for me,
All the days that I may live :

By the Cross with thee to stay ;

There with thee to weep and pray ;

Is all I ask of thee to give,

Virgin of all virgins best !

Listen to my fond request :

Let me share thy grief divine :

Let me, to my latest breath.
In my body bear the death
Of that dying Son of thine.

Wounded with His every wound,
Steep my soul till it hath swoon'd

In His very blood away ;

Be to me, O Virgin, nigh.
Lest in flames I burn and die.

In His awful Judgment day.

Christ, when Thou shalt call me hence,
Be Thy Mother my defence,
Be Thy Cross my victory ;

While my body here decays.

May my soul Thy goodness praise,
Safe in Paradise -with Thee.

( 33 )

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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PASSIONTIDE.

SAY,
oh : say, My people,

Why thu.s ungrateful prove 1

Why repay with coldness

The ardour of My love ?

If I am He who died to save,
Who life-redeeming ransom gave,

Must I complain,
That all this love was vain ]

When for child did father bear.
What I for you have borne

;

When did child to father give,
Like you, such cause to mourn ?

And yet this heart, though outraged so,

Can nought but fond forgiveness show :

Then come,—return,
Nor all its mercy si)urn.

Think not that My heart demands
A sacrifice too great ;

It asks of guilty man but love,
And man returns but hate,—

Heedful of every passion's word.
But deaf to Me, his God and Lord,

The more I press,

He heeds ^ly voice the less.

Yes, we come, sweet Jesus,
We hearken to Thy call.

And yield Thee willing tribute

Of love,— life,
—freedom,—all ;

No more the world's deceitful charms
Shall wrest Thy children from Thy arms

,

Nor Satan win
Our hearts from Thee to sin. Amen.

( 35)
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Vexilla Regis prodeunt.

Vespers of Passion Sunday.

FORTH
comes the Standard of the King:

All hail, thou Mystery adored !

Hail, Cross ! on which the Life Himself

Died, and by death our life restored.

On which the Saviour's holy side,

Rent open with a cruel spear.

Its stream of blood and water pour'd,

To wash us from defilement clear.

O sacred Wood ! fultilFd in thee

Was holy David's truthful lay ;

Which told the world, that from a Tree

The Lord should all the nations sway.

Most royally empurpled o'er,

How beauteously thy stem doth shine !

How glorious was its lot to touch

Those limbs so holy and divine !

Thrice blest, upon whose arms outstretch'd

The Saviour of the world reclined
;

Balance sublime ! upon whose beam
Was weigh 'd the ransom of mankind.

Hail, Cross ! thou only hope of man,
Hail on this holy Passion day !

To saints increase the grace they have
;

From sinners purge their guilt away.

Salvation's Fount, blest Trinity,
Be praise to Thee through earth and skies :

Thou through the Cross the ^'ictory

Dost give ;
Oh give us too the prize !

[TR. KBV. E. CASWALL]
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OSOUL of Jesus, sick to death !

ThyBlood and prayer together plead;

My sins have bowed Thee to the gi'ound,
As the storm bows the feeble reed.

Shall it be always thus, O Lord ?

Wilt Thou not work this hour in me
The grace Thy Passion merited.
Hatred of self and love of Thee "?

Deep waters have come in, O Lord !

All darkly on Thy Human Soul ;

And clouds of supernatural gloom
Around Thee are allowed to roll.

Oh, by the pains of Thy pure love

Grant me the gift of holy fear
;

And give me of Thy Bloody Sweat
To wash my guilty conscience clear !

My God ! My God ! and can it be
That I should sin so lightly now.

And think no more of evil thoughts
Than of the wind that waves the bough?

Ever, when tempted, make me see,

Beneath the olive's moon-pierced shade,

My God, alone, outstretched, and bruised,
And bleeding, on the earth He made

[REV. F. W. FABER]
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Jesu, nostros ob reatus.

JESUS
! all hail, who for my sin

Didst die, and by that death didst win

Eternal life for me ;

Send me Thy grace, good Lord ! that I

Unto the world and flesh may die,

And hide my life with Thee.

Jesus ! Who at this very hour

At God's Eight Hand in pomp and power
Our nature still doth wear.

Oh let Thy Wounds still intercede,

And by their simple silence plead

Thy countless merits there.

Jesus ! from out Thine open Side

Thou hast the thirsty world supplied

With endless streams of love ;

Come ye who would your sickness quell.

Draw freely from that sacred well,

Its heavenly virtues prove.

Jesus ! Who shalt in glory come
With angels to the final doom.

Men's works and wills to weigh,

Since from that pom]) I cannot flee,

Be i)itiful, great Lord ! to me
In that tremendous day.

[TK. KEY. F. W. FABER]
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O Deus, ego amo Te.

MY God, I love Thee, not because
I hope for Heav'n thereby :

Nor because they, who love Thee not,
Must burii eternally.

Then why, O blessed Jesu Christ !

Should I not love Thee well
;

Not for the sake of uanning Heaven,
Or of escaping Hell :

Thou, O my Jesus, Thou didst me
Upon the Cross embrace

;

For me didst bear the nails and spear,
And manifold disgrace ;

Not with the hope of gaining ought ;

Not seeking a reward
;

But, as Thyself hast loved me,
O ever-loving Lord \

And griefs and torments numberless,
And sweat of Agony ;

E'en death itself—and all for one
Who was Thine enemy.

E'en so I love Thee, and will love,

And in Thy praise will sing ;

Solely because Thou art my God,
And my eternal King.

1ST. FRANCIS XAVIER. TR. REV. E. CAS\VALL]
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Jesu dulcis amor meus.

The Holy Winding Sheet.

JE8U
! as though Thyself wert here,

I draw ill trembling sorrow near
;

And, hanging o'er Thy Form Divine,

Kneel down to kiss these wounds of Thine.

Hail, awful brow ! hail, thoi-ny wreath !

Hail, countenance now jmle in death !

Whose glance but late so brightly blazed,
That Angels trembled as they gazed.

And hail to thee, my Saviour's side
;

And hail to thee, thou wound so wide
Thou wound more ruddy than the rose.

True antidote of all our woes !

Oh, by those sacred hands and feet

For me so mangled ! I entreat,

My Jesu, turn me not away,
But let me

here^^t3'"^5t4:^tay.
Jl. r.EV. E. CASWALL]
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Ira justa

Feast of the

HE Who once, in righteous vengeance,
Whehn'd the world beneath the

Once again in mercy cleansed it [Hood,
With the stream of His own Blood,

Coming from His throne on high
On the painful Cross to die.

Blest with this all-saving shower.
Earth her beauty straight resumed ;

In the i)lace of thorns and briers,

Myrtles sprang, and roses bloom'd :

Bitter wormwctod f)f the waste
Into honey changed its taste.

Scorpions ceased
;
the slimy serpent

Laid his deadly jioison by ;

iSavage beasts of cruel instinct

Lost their wild ferocity ;

Welcoming the gentle reign
Of the Lamb for sinners slain.

Conditoris.

I'lJEcious Blood.

Oh, the wisdom of th' Eternal !

Oh, its depth, and height divine !

Oh, the sweetness of that mercy
AVhich in Jesus Christ doth shine !

Slaves we were condenmed to die !

Our King pays the iienalty !

When before the Judge we tremble,
Conscious of His broken laws,

^lay this Blood, in that dread hour,

Cry aloud, and j)lead our cause :

Bid our guilty terrors cease.
Be our pardon and our ])eace.

Prince and Author of Salvation !

Lord of majesty su))reme !

Jesu ! praise to Thee be given

By the world Thou didst redeem ;

Who with the Father and the Spirit,

Reignest in eternal merit.

( 43 )

iTR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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I SEE my Jesus crucified,

His wounded hands and feet and side.

His sacred flesh all rent and torn,

His bloody crown of sharpest thorn.

Those cruel nails I drove them in,

Each time I pierced Him \\dth my sin
;

That crown of thorns 'twas I who wove,

When I despised His gracious love.

Then to those feet I'll venture near,

And wash them with a contrite tear,

And every bleeding wound I see,

I'll think He bore them all for me.

Deep graven on my sinful heart.

Oh, never may that form depart,

That with me always may abide

The thought of Jesus crucified.

(42)
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MAN of Sorrows, wrapt in grief,

Bow Thine ear to our relief :

Tliou for us the i^ath hast trod

Of the dreadful wrath of God
;

Thou the cup of fire hast drained

Till its light alone remained. .

Lamb of Love ! we look to Thee :

Hear our mournful litany.

By the garden, fraught with woe.
Whither Thou full oft wouldst go ;

By Thine agony of prayer
Li the desolation there ;

By the dire and deep distress

Of that mystery fathondess— ,

Lord, our tears in mercy see :

Hearken to our litany.

By the chalice brimming o'er

With disgrace and torment sore
;

By those lips whicli fain would pray
That it might but i)ass away ;

By the heart which drank it dry,
Lest a reljel race should die—
Be Thy pity. Lord, our plea :

Hear our solemn litany.

Man of Sorrows ! let Thy grief
Purchase for us our relief :

Lord of mercy ! bow Thine ear,

Slow to anger, swift to hear :

By the Cross's royal road

Lead us to the throne of God,
There for aye to sing to Thee
Heaven's triumphant litany.

[M. BUIDOESj

( 4;? )
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EASTERTIDE.

Victimae Paschali laudes.

pHKIST the Lord is risen to-day :

^^
Christians, haste your vows to pay ;

Offer ye your praises meet
At the Paschal A^ictim's feet :

For the sheep the Lamb hath bled,

Sinless in the sinner's stead.

Christ the Lord is risii on high ;

Now He lives, no more to die.

Say, O wond'ring Mary, say.
What thou sawest on thy way.
"
I beheld, where Christ had lain,

Empty tomb and angels twain ;

I beheld the glory bright
Of the rising Lord of light :

Christ my hope is ris'n again ;

Now He lives, and lives to reign."

Christ, the Victim undefil'd,

Man to God hath reconcil'd ;

When in strange and awful strife

Met together death and life
;

Christians, on this happy day
Haste with joy your vows to jiay.

Christ the Lord is ris'n on high :

Now He lives, no more to die.

Christ, Who once for sinners bled.

Now the first-born from the dead,
Thron'd in endless might and power,
Lives and reigns for evermore.

Hail, eternal hope on high !

Hail, Thou King of victory !

Hail, Thou Prince of life ador'd !

Help and save us, gracious Lord.

[TR. MISS LEESON]
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Victimae Paschali

CHRIST
the Lord is risen to-day :

Christians, haste your vows to pay ;

Offer ye your praises meet

At the Paschal Victim's feet ;

For the sheep the Lamb hath bled,

Sinless in the sinner's stead.

Christ the Lord is ris'n on high ;

Now He lives, no more to die.

Christ, the Victim undefil'd,

Man to God hath reconcil'd ;

When in strange and a-\\-ful strife

Met together death and life
;

Christians, on this happy day
Haste with joy your vows to pay.
Christ the Lord is ris'n on high :

Now He lives, no more to die.

( 45)

t-id-

laudes.

Say, O wond'ring Mary, say,

What thou sawest on thy way.
"
I beheld, where Christ had lain,

Empty tomb and angels twain
;

I beheld the glory bright
Of the rising Lord of light :

Christ my hope is ris'n again ;

Now He lives, and lives to reign.
"

Christ, Who once for sinners bled.

Now the first-born from the dead,
Thron'd in endless might and power.
Lives and reigns for evermore.

Hail, eternal hope on high !

Hail, Thou King of victory !

Hail, Thou Prince of life ador'd 1

Help and save us, gracious Lord.

[TR. MISS LEESOKJ
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EASTERTIDE.

O filii et filiae.

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia r

YE sons and daughters of the Lord !

The King of glory, King adored,
This day Himself from death restored.

Alleluia !

But Thomas, when of this he heard,
Was doubtful of his brethren's word ;

Wherefore again there comes the Lord.

Alleluia !

All in the early morning grey
Went holy women on their way,
To see the tomb where Jesus lay.

Alleluia !

"
Thomas, behold My side," saith He

;
" My hands. My feet, My body see.

And doubt not, but believe in Me."

Alleluia !

Of spices pure a precious store

In their pure hands those women bore,
To anoint the sacred Body o'er.

Alleluia !

When ThomaJ saw that wounded side,

The truth no longer he denied
;

" Thou art my Lord and God !

"
he cried.

Alleluia !

Then straightway one in white they see.

Who saith,
" Ye seek the Lord

;
but He

Is risen, and gone to Galilee."

Alleluia !

Oh, blest are they who have not seen

Their Lord, and yet believe in Him !

Eternal life awaiteth them.

Alleluia

This told they Peter, told they John
;

Who forthwith to the tomb are gone,
But Peter is by John outrun.

Alleluia

Now let us praise the Lord most high,

And strive His name to magnify
On this great day, through earth and sky

Alleluia !

That self-same night, while out of fear Whose mercy ever runneth o'er ;

The doors were shut, their Lord most dear Whom me« and Angel Hosts adore ;

To His Apostles did appear. To Him be glory evermore.

Alleluia ! Alleluia !

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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ALL hail I dear Conqueror 1 all hail !

Oh what a victory is Thine !

How beautiful Thy strength appears.

Thy crimson wounds, how bright they shine !

Thou earnest at the dawn of day ;

Armies of souls ai'ound Thee were,
Blest spirits thronging to adore

Thy flesh, so marvellous, so fair.

Ye Heavens, how sang they in your courts,
How sang the angelic choirs that day,

When from His tomb the imprisoned God,
Like the strong sunrise, broke away %

Down, down, all lofty things on earth,

And worship Him with joyous dread !

O Sin ! thou art outdone by Love !

O Death ! thou art discomfited !

[REV. F. W. FABEB)
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Ad regias Agni dapes.

NOW at tlie Lamb's high royal feast,

In robes of saintly white, we sing,

Through the Red Sea in safety brought

By Jesus our immortal King.

Hail, purest Victim Heav'n could find

The powers of Hell to overthrow !

Who didst the bonds of Death unbind
;

Who dost the jirize of Life bestow.

O depth of love ! for us He drains

The chalice of His agony ;

For us a Victim on the Cross

He meekly lays Him down to die.

Hail, victor Christ ! hail, risen King !

To Thee alone belongs the crown ;

Who hast the heavenly gates unbarr'd,

And cast the Prince of darkness down.

And as the avenging Angel pass'd
Of old the blood-besprinkled door

;

As the cleft sea a passage gave.
Then closed to whelm th' Egj-ptians o'er

;

O Jesu ! from the death of sin

Keep us, we pray ; so shalt Tliou be

The everlasting Paschal joy
Of all the souls new-born in Thee.

So Christ, our Paschal Sacrifice,

Has brought us safe all perils through ;

While for unleaven'd bread He asks

But heart sincere and purpose true.

To God the Father, with the Son
Who from the grave immortal rose,

And Thee, O Paraclete, be praise,

While age on endless ages flows.

[TR. REV. K. CASWALLJ
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ASCENSION.

JEterne Rex altissime.

OTHOU eternal King most high !

Who didst the Avorld redeem
;

And conquering Death and Hell, receive

A dignity supreme.

Thou, through the starry orbs, this day,
Didst to Thy throne ascend ;

Thenceforth to reign in sovereign power,
And glory without end.

There, seated in Thy majestj'',

To Thee submissive bow
The Heav'n of Heav'ns, the earth beneath.
The realms of Hell below.

With treml)ling there tlie angels see

The changed estate of men ;

The flesh which sinn'd by Flesh redeem'd ;

Man in the Godhead reign.

There, waiting for Thy faithful souls,

Be Thou to us, O Lord !

Our joy of joys while here we stay,

In Heav'n our great reward.

Renew our strength ;
our sins forgive ;

Our miseries etflice :

And lift our souls aloft to Thee,

By Thy celestial grace.

So, when Thou shinest on the clouds,

With Thy angelic train,

May we be saved from deadly doom
And our lost crowns regain.

To Christ returning gloriously
With victory to Heaven,

Praise Avith the Father evermore

And Holy Ghost be given.

[TR. KEY. E. CASWALL]
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"P ISE, glorious Victor, rise
-LI' Into Thy native skies,—

Assume Thy right ;

And where in many a fold

The clouds are backward roll'd.

Pass through those gates of gold,
And reign in light.

Enter, Incarnate God ;

No feet but Thine have trod

The serpent down ;

The full-voiced trumpets blow.
Wider the portals throw

;

Saviour, triumphant go
And take Thy crowiL

O Lord, ascend Thy throne
;

For Thou shalt rule alone,
Beside Thy 8ire

And l>lL'ssed Paraclete,

The Three in One comi)lete.
Before whose awful feet

All foes expire.

[M. BRIDGES]
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Salutis humanse Sator,

Lauds.

OTHOU pure light of souls that love,

True joy of every humau breast,

Sower of life's immortal seed,

Our ^Maker, and Redeemer blest !

Thou, bursting Hades open wide,
Didst all the capti%'e souls unchain ;

And thence to Thy dread Father's side

With glorious pomp ascend again.

^Miat wondrous pity Thee overcame

To make our guilty load Thine own,
And sinless sutler death and shame,
For our transgressions to atone !

O still may jiity Thee compel
To heal the wounds of which we die

;

And take us in Thy Light to dwell.

Who for Thy blissful Presence sigh.

Be Thou our guide, be Thou our goal ;

Be Thou our pathway to the skies
;

Our joy when sorrow fills the soul ;

In death our everlasting prize.

ITK. RKV. E. CASWALL]
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Jesu dulcis memoria.

Part of Hymn to the Holy Name.

OTHOU,
in whom my love doth find

Its rest and perfect end ;

O Jesu, Saviour of mankind !

And their eternal friend !

Return, return, pure Light of Light,
To Thy dread throne again ;

Go forth victorious from the fight,

And in Thy glory reign.

Lead where Thou wilt, I follow Thee,
And will not stay behind ;

For Thou hast torn my heart from me,
O Glory of our kind I

Ye Heav'ns, your gates eternal raise,

Come forth to meet your King :

Come forth with joy, and sing His praise,
His praise eternal sing !

O King of glory ! King of might !

From whom all graces come
;

O beauty, honour, infinite.

Of our celestial home !

O Fount of mercy ! Light of Heaven !

Our darkness cast away ;

And grant us all, through Thee forgiven,
To see the perfect day.

Hark ! how the Heav'ns with 'praise o'er-

* O priceless gift of blood ! [flow ;

Jesus makes glad the world below.
And gains us peace with God.

In peace He reigns
—that peace divine.

For mortal sense too high ;
-<

That peace for which my .soul doth pine,
To which it longs to fly.

Christ to His Father is return'd,
And sits upon His throne ;

For Him my jjanting heart hath yearn'd,
And after Him is gone.

To Him ])raise, glory, without end,
And ad(jration be

;

O Jesu, grant us to a.scend.

And reign in Heav'n with Thee !

(TR. UEV. E. CASWALL]
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Psalm xxiii.

LIFT up, ye princes of the sky
—

Lift up your portals, lift them high ;

And you, ye everlasting gates,

Back on your golden hinges fly :

For lo, the King of glory waits

To enter in victoriously.

Who is this King of glory 1 Tell,

O ye who sing His praise so well.

The Lord of strength and matchless might,
The Lord all-conquering in the fight ;

Lift, lift your {wrtals, lift them high,

Ye princes of the conquered sky ;

And you, ye everlasting gates.

Back on your golden hinges fly :

For lo, the King of glory waits,

The Lord of hosts, the Lord most high.

Who is this K'uv^ of glory ? Tell,

O ye who sing His i)raise so well.

The Lord of hosts, the Lord most high,

Almighty King o' the conquered sky.

ITK. RKV. J. D. AYLWABD, O.P.]
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Veni Creator Spiritus,
Vespers.

pOME, Holy Ghost, Creator, come
^^ From Thy bright heav'nly throne,

Come, take possession of our souls.
And make them all Thy own.

Thou who art called the Paraclete,
Best gift of God above,

The living spring, the living fire,

Sweet unction and true love.

Thou who art sev'nfold in Thy grace,

Finger of God's right hand ;

His promise teaching little ones

To speak and understand
;

O, guide our minds with Thy bless'd light
With love our hearts inflame

;

And with Thy strength, which ne'er decays,
Confirm our mortal frame.

Far from us drive our deadly foe
;

True peace unto us bring ;

And through all perils lead us safe

Beneath Thy sacred wing.

Through Thee may we the Father know,
Through Thee th' eternal Son,

And Thee, the Spirit of them both,
Thrice-blessed Three in One.

All glory to the Father be.

With His co-equal Son ;

The same to Thee, great Paraclete,
While endless ages run.

[TR. J. DRYIiEN]
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Veni Sancte Spiritus,

Sequence.

^ OME, Holy Ghost, senddown thosebeams
Which sweetly flow in silent streams\J

From Thy bright throne above
;

O come, Thou Father of the poor ;

O come. Thou source of all our store ;

Come, fill our hearts with love.

O Thou, of comforters the best :

O Thou, the soul's delightful guest,
The pilgrim's sweet relief

;

Thou art true rest in toil and sweat,
Refreshment in th' excess of heat,
And solace in our grief.

Thrice-blessed light, shoot home Thy darts.
And pierce the centres of those hearts

Whose faith aspires to Thee ;

Without Thy Godhead nothing can
Have any price or worth in man,
Nothing can harmless be.

Lord, wash our sinful stains away.
Refresh from heaven our barren clay,

Our wounds and bruises heal
;

To Thy sweet yoke our stiff necks bow,
Warm with Thy fire our hearts of snow,
Our wand'ring feet repeal.

Grant to Thy faithful, dearest Lord,
Whose only hojic is Thy sure word,
The seven gifts of Thy Spirit ;

Grant us in life Thy helping grace.

Grant us in death to see Tliy face,

And endless joy inherit.

[TK. J. Al'STINj
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PENTECOST.

Veni Sancte Spiritus,

HOLY Spirit, Lord of light,

From the clear celestial height,

Thy jaire beaming radiance give.

Come, Thou Father of the poor.

Come with trea.sui'es which endure
;

Come, Thou Light of all that live I

Thou, of all consolers best.

Thou, the soul's delightsome guest,
Dost refreshing peace bestow :

Thou in toil art comfort sweet
;

Pleasant coolness in the heat
;

tSolace in the midst of woe.

Light immortal. Light divine.

Visit Thou these hearts of Thine,
And our inmost being fill :

If Thou take Thy grace away.

Nothing pure in man will stay ;

All his good is turned to ill.o^

Heal our wounds, our strength renew

On our dryness pour Thy dew
;

Wash the stains of guilt away :

Bend the stubborn heart and will
;

Melt the frozen, warm the chill
;

Guide the steps that go astray.

Thou, on those who evermore
Thee confess and Thee adore,

In Thy sevenfold gifts descend :

Give them comfort wlieii they die ;

Give them life with Thee on high ;

Give them joys that never end.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALLl
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PENTECOST.

Qui procedis ab utroque.

SPIRIT
of grace and union !

Who from the Father and the Son
Dost equally i>roceed,

Inflame our hearts with holy fire,

Our lips with eloquence inspire,

And strengthen us in need.

The Father and the Son through Thee
Are linked in perfect unity,
And everlasting love :

Ineflfably Thou dost pervade
All nature : and Thyself unsway'd
The whole creation move.

O inexhaustive Fount of light !

How doth Thy radiance put to flight

The darkness of the mind I

The pure are only i)ure through Thee
;

Thou only dost the guilty free.

And cheer with light the blind.

Thou to the lowly dost display
The beautiful and ])erfect way
Of justice and of peace :

Shunning the proud and stubborn heart,

Thou to the simple dost imjiart
True wisdom's rich increase.

Thou teaching, nought remains obscure
;

Thou present, every thought impure
Is banish'd from the breast

;

And full of cheerfulness serene.

The conscience sanctified and clean

Enjoys a perfect rest.

Each elemental change is Thine ;

The Sacraments their force divine

From Thee alone obtain ;

Thou only dost temptation iiuell,

And breaking every snare of Hell,

The. rage of Satan chain.

Dear Soother of the troubled heart !

At Thy approach all cares depart,
And melancholy grief ;

More balmy than the summer breeze,

Thy presence lulls all agonies.
And lends a sweet relief.

The grace eternal truth instils :

The ignorant with knowledge fills
;

Awakens those who sleep ;

Insjiires the tongue : informs the eye ;

Expands the heart with charity ;

And comforts all who weep.

O Thou the weary pilgrim's rest I

Solace of all that are oppress'd !

Befriender of the poor !

O Thou ill whom the wretched find

A sweet Consoler ever kind,
A refuge ever sure !

Teach us to aim at Heav'n's high prize.
And for its glory to despise
The world and all below

;

Cleanse us from sin
;
direct us right ;

Illuminate us with Thy light ;

Thy peace on us bestow :

And as Thou didst in days of old

On the first Shepherds of the Fold
In tongues of flame descend.

Now also on its Pastoi"s shine,

And fill with fire of grace divine

The world from end to end !

So unto Thee, who with the Son
And Father art for ever One,

In nature as in name !

Of Both alike the Spirit blest !

Difterent in Person, but confess'd

In Deity the same !

Lord of all sanctity and might !

Immense, immortal, infinite !

The life of earth and Heaven !

Be, through eternal length of days,
All honour, glory, blessing, praise,

And adoration given !

[APAM OK ST. VICTOR. TR. RKV. E. CASWALL]
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THE Eternal Father'.s Intellect,

The Godhead's Source, His Word
conceives.

Their Love lireathes forth the Holy Ghost,
Who Deity from them receives.

O Holy Ghost, Thou dost proceed
From God the Father and the Son

;

A Person equal and Divine,

Dwelliiig in them, in Godhead one.

Eternal Spirit of God's Love,
Sweet Impulse of His tenderness,

To Father and to Son alike

Their mutual love Thou dost express.

!Man is to God's own image made.
Like God by nature and by grace ;

Thou, Spirit of God's Love, didst breathe

The breath of life into his face.

And in his "heart Thou dost diffuse

The fire of holy charity ;

The love and grace of God, whereby
God's son and heir he is made to be.

Thou art the Guide of God's own Church,
And to the Church all truth doth teach,

Her members Thou dost sanctify.

Thou dwellest in the soul of each.

O Fire of All-Holy Love !

O inmost Bond of Love Divine !

Loved by the Father and the Son,
Infinite blessedness is Thine.

O then, sweet Holy Paraclete,
*

Guide Thou our minds in Thine own way ;

Fill with the love of God our souls,

And teach us how we ought to pray.

[ARCHBISHOP BAGSHAWE]
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SIGNED
with the Cross that Jesus bore,

We kneel, and tremblingly adore

Our King upon His throne.

The lights upon the altar shine

Around His Majesty divine.

Our God and ]\[ary's Son.

Now, in that Presence dread and sweet,
His own dear Spirit we entreat.
Who sevenfold gifts hath shed

On us, who fall before Him now,

Bearing the Cross upon our brow
On which our ]VIaster bled.

Spirit of Wisdom ! turn our eyes
From earth and earthly vanities

To htavenly truth and love.

Spirit of understanding true !

Our souls with heavenly light endue
To seek the things above.

Spirit of Counsel ! be our guide.
Teach us, by earthly struggles tried,

Our heaveidy crown to win.

Spirit of Fortitude ! Thy power
Be with us in temptation's hour.
To kee^i us pure from sin.

Spirit of Knowledge ! lead our feet

In Thine own paths so safe and sweet,

By angel footsteps trod
;

Where Thou our Guardian true shalt be,

Spirit of gentle piety.

To keep us close to God.

But most of all, be ever near,

Spirit of God's most holy fear !

Within our inmost slu'ine :

Our souls with awful reverence fill,

To worship His most holy Will,

All-righteous and divine.

So, dearest Lord, through peace or strife,

Lead us to everlasting life,

Wlaere only rest may be.

And grant, where'er our lot is cast,

W^e may in peace be brought at last

To Mary and to Thee !

(03)
[UEV. U. A. KAWES]
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MY God, accept my heart this day,
And make it always Thine—

That I from Thee no more may stray,
No more from Thee decline.

Anoint me with Thy heavenly grace,

Adopt me for Thine own-
That I may see Thy glorious face

And worship at Thy throne.

Before the Cross of Him who died,

Behold I prostrate fall :

Let every sin be crucified—
Let Christ be all in all.

May the dear blood, once shed for me,

My blest atonement prove
—

That I from first to last may be

The jmrchase of Thy love !

Let every thought, and work, and word
To Thee be ever given

—
Then life shall be Thy service, Lord,
And death the gate of heaven !

(M. BRIPCTES]
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HAVE mercy on us, God Most High !

Who lift our hearts to Thee ;

Have mercy on us worms of earth,

Most holy Trinity !

When heaven and earth were j'et unmade,
When time was yet unknown,

Thou in Thy bliss and majesty
Didst live and love alone !

Most ancient of all mysteries !

Before Thy throne we lie
;

Have mercy now, most merciful,

Most holy Trinity !

Th<iu wert not born ; there was no fount

From which Thy Being flowed ;

There is no end which Thou canst reach :

.But Thou art simply God.

How wonderful creation is,

The work that Thou didst bless
;

And, oh ! what then must Thou be like,

Eternal Loveliness %

[REV. F. W. FABEU]
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THE HOLY TRINITY.

JEterna. lux, Divinitas.

r\ THOU immortal Liglit divine !

^^ Dread Trinity in Unity !

Almighty One ! Almighty Trine !

Give ear to Thy creation's cry.

Father ! in Majesty enthron'd !

Thee we confess with Thy dear Son :

Thee, Holy Ghost ! eternal Bond
Of love, uniting Both in One.

As from the Father increate,
His Son and Word eternal came

;

So, too, from Each the Paraclete

Proceeds, in Deity the same
;

Three Persons !
—among whom is none

Greater in majesty or less
;

In substance, essence, nature. One
;

Equal in might and holiness.

Three Persons !

—One Immensity
Encircling utmost space and time !

One Greatness, Glory, Sanctity,
One everlasting Truth sublime !

O Lord, most holy, wise, and just !

Author of nature ! God of grace !

Grant that as now in Thee we trust,

So we may see Thee face to face.

Thou art the Fount of all that is
;

Thou art our origin and end
;

On Thee alone our future bliss

And j)eriietuity depend.

Thou solely didst the worlds create,

Subsisting still by Thy decree
;

Thou art the light, the glory great,
And prize of all who hope in Thee !

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Triunal Lord of earth and Heaven !

From earth and from the heavenly host
Be sempiternal glory given !

[TH. liEV. E. C^iWALL]
( 07 )

F 2
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FULL
of glory, full of wonders,

^Majesty Divine !

'Alid Tliine everlasting thunders

How Thy lightnings shine !

Shoreless Ocean ! who shall sound Thee '?

Thine own eternity is round Thee,

Majesty Divine !

Speechlessly, without beginning,
Sun that never rose !

Vast, adorable, and winning.

Day that hath no close !

Bliss from Thine own glory tasting,

Everliving, everlasting.

Life that never grows !

Timeless, spaceless, single, lonely.

Yet sublimely Three,
Thou art grandly, always, only
God in Unity !

Lone in grandeur, lone in glory.

Who shall tell Thy wondrous story.

Awful Trinity ?

Splendours upon splendours beaming
Change and intertwine

;

Glories over glories streaming
All translucent shine !

Blessings, praises, adorations

Greet Thee from the trembling nations !

Majesty Divine !

[KEV. F. W. FABER]
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PRAISE
to the Holiest in the height,

And in the deptli be praise :

In all His words most wonderful
;

Most sure in all His ways.

O loving wisdom of our God !

When all was sin and shame,
A second Adam to the fight

And to the rescue came.

O wisest love ! that flesh and blood

Which did in Adam fail,

Should strive afresh against the foe,

Should strive and should prevail ;

And that a higher gift than grace

Should flesh and blood refine,

God's Presence and His very Self,

And Essence all-divine.

O generous love ! That He who smote
In man for man the foe.

The double agony in man
For man should undergo ;

And in the garden secretly.

And on the cross on high.

Should teach His brethren and inspire

To sufi'er and to die.

[OAKDINAL NF.WMAN'S "THE DREAM OF GERONTIUS"]
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O bello Dio, Signer del Paradise.

OGOD of loveliness,

O Lord of Heaven above,
How worthy to possess

My heart's devoted love !

So sweet Thy countenance,
So gracious to behold,

That one, one only glance
To me were bliss untold.

Xo object here below
Awakens my desire

;

No suffering nor woe
Can grief or pain inspire.

The world I could despise,

Though it were all of gold
Thee only do I prize,

O mine of wealth untold.

Thou art blest Three in One,
Yet undivided still

;

Thou art that One alone

Whose love my heart can fill.

The heavens, the earth below,
Were fashioned by Thy Word

;

How amiable art Thou,

My ever-dearest Lord !

Were hearts as countless mine
As sands upon the shore.

All should in choir combine
*To love Thee evermore.

And every heart should yearn
With tenderest desire.

And in my bosom burn
With flames of holiest fire.

To think Thou art my God,—•

O thought for ever blest !

My heart has overflowed

With joy within my breast.

My soul so full of bliss

Is plunged as in a sea,

Deep in the sweet abyss
Of holy charity.

( 71 )

O Loveliness supreme.
And Beauty infinite

;

O ever-flowing Stream,
And Ocean of Delight ;

O Life by which I live,

]\ly truest life above,
To Thee alone I give

My undivided love.

[ST. ALPHONSCS. TE. RBV. K. VArGHAN C.SS.K.J
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

JESUS is God ! The solid earth,^ The ocean broad and bright,
The countless stars, like golden dust.
That strew the skies at night,

The wheeling storm, the dreadful fire,

The pleasant, wholesome air,

The summer's sun, the winter's frost,

His own creations were.

Jesus is God ! The glorious bands
Of golden angels sing

Songs of adoring praise to Him,
Their Maker and their King.

He was true God in Bethlehem's crib,

On Calvary's cross true God,
He who in Heaven eternal reigned
In time on earth abode.

Jesus is God 1 Let sorrow come,
And pain, and every ill

;

All are worth while, for all are means
His glory to fulfil

;

Worth while a thousand years of life

To speak one little word.
If by our Credo we might own
The Godhead of our Lord I

Jesus is God ! Oh could I now
But compass land and sea.

To teach and tell this single truth,

How happy should I be 1

Oh had I but an angel's voice

I would proclaim so loud,
—

Jesus, the good, the beautiful.

Is everlasting God 1o

Jesus is God I If on the earth

This blessed faith decays.
More tender must our love become,
More plentiful our praise.

We are not angels, Init we may
Down in earth's corners kneel.

And multiply sweet acts of love,

And murnmr what we feel.

[IIKV. F. W. KABKU]
{73}
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

Gelobt sey Jesus Christ !

WHEN morning gilds the skies,

^ly heart awaking cries :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
Alike at work and jn'ayer,
To Jesus I repair :

May Jesus Clirist be praised.

The sacred minster bell,

It peals o'er hill and dell :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
Oh ! hark to what it sings,
As joyously it rings :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

To Thee, my God above,
I cry with glowing love :

!May Jesus Christ be praised.
The fairest graces spring
In hearts that ever sing :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

My tongue shall never tire

Of chanting in the choir :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
This song of sacred joy,
It never seems to cloy :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

^Mien sleep her balm denies.

My silent spirit sighs :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
When evil thoughts molest,
With this I shield my breast :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

Does sadness fill my mind ?

A solace here I find :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
Or fades my earthly bliss 1

My comfort still is this :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

Though break my heart in twain.
Still this shall be my strain :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
When you l)egin the day.
Oh ! never fail to say :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

(75)

And at your work rejoice.
To sing with heart and voice :

May Jesus Christ be prai.sed.
Be this at meals your grace.
In every time and place :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

Be this, when day is past ;

Of all your thoughts the last :

May .Jesus Christ be praised.
In want and bitter pain,
None ever said in vain :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

Should guilt your spirit wring.
Remember Christ your King :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
The night becomes as day,
When from the heart we say .

May Jesus Christ be praised.

In Heav'n's eternal bliss.

The loveliest strain is this :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
The powers of darkness fear.
When this sweet chant they hear :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

To God the Word on high,
The host of angels cry :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
Let mortals, too, upraise.
Their voice in hymns of praise :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

Let earth's wide circle round
In joyful notes resound :

5lay Jesus Christ be praised.
Let air, and sea, and sky.
From depth to lieight reply :

]\Iay Jesus Christ be jjraised.

Be this, while life is mine,
My canticle divine :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
Be this th' eternal song,

Through all the ages on :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Lux alma, Jesu, mentium.

Transfiguration.

LIGHT
of the anxious heart,

Jesus, Thou dost appear,
To bid the gloom of guilt depart,
And shed Thy sweetness here.

Joyous is he, with whom,
Grod's Word, Thou dost abide

;

Sweet Light of our eternal home.
To fleshly sense denied.

Brightness of God above 1

Unfathomable grace !

Thy Presence be a fount of love

Within Thy chosen place.

To Thee, whom children see.

The Father ever blest,

The Holy Spirit, One and Three,

Be endless praise addrest. Amen.
[TR. CARDINAL NEWMAN]
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

O JESUS, Jesus ! dearest Lord !

Forgive me if I say
For very love Thy Sacred Name
A thousand times a day.

I love Thee so, I know not how

My transjiorts to control ;

Thy love is like a burning fire

Within my very soul.

O wonderful 1 that Thou shouldst let

So vile a heart as mine
Love Thee with such a love as this,

And make so free with Thine.

For Thou to me art all in all,

My honour and my wealth,

My heart's desire, my body's strength,

My soul's eternal health.

What limit is there to thee, love 1

Thy flight where wilt thou stay 1

On ! on ! our Lord is sweeter far

To-day than yesterday.

Oh love of Jesus ! Blessed love !

So will it ever be
;

Time cannot hold thy wondrous growth,

No, nor eternity !

[KKV. F. W. FABKRJ
')



OUR BLESSED LORI).

H

-^—^-::=:^: -^=T

-L—iS-s:^
"?^" :grl

1221

i .^ -^
fcfc

^ £2-

122; =?2:
i^_^ ^
:^=:=:

-<^-

i^__C2_

-.S'-

:p-±iz22=z-—=h

_cn:5_ -1^,^:

i^i^zfc^;

il Ligr/i^ i/iai shinetJi in a dark place until the day dawns, and the day-star arise in your
hearts:'—2 Peter i. 19.

WHEN evening's last faint beams are gone
And cheerless night conies stealing on,

The gentle moon grows kindly bright,
And brightest shines in deepest night.

And thns when worldly hope departs,
When sadness shades onr lonely hearts,

Thy love, dear Lord, begins to shine.

And cheers those hearts with joy divine 1

O Lord, my God, my Light, my Life,

My Peace in toil, my Strength in strife,

Continue Thou my Joy to be
Till dawns a bright eternity 1

[CANON SCANNKLLl
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T :^IET the good Shepherd,
-L But now on the plain,

A.s homeward He carried

His lost one again.
I niarvell'd how gently
His burden He boi*e

;

And, as He pass'd by me,
I knelt to adore.

Ah, me ! how the thorns

Have entangled Thy hair.

And ci'uelly riven

That forehead so fair !

How feebly Thou drawest

Thy faltering breath !

And lo on Thy face

Is the shadow of death I

" O Shepherd, good Shepherd,

Thy wounds they are deep ;

The wolves have sore hurt Thee,
In saving Thy sheep ;

Thy raiment all over

With crimson is dyed ;

And what is this rent

They have made in Thy side "?

O Shepherd, good Shepherd I

And is it for me
This grievous affliction

Has fallen on Thee ?

^Vh, then let me strive.

For the love Thou hast borne.
To give Thee no longer

Occasion to mourn !

"

IKKV. E. CASWALL]
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OUR BLESSED LORD.
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CROWN
Him with many crowns,

The Lamb upon His throne
;

Hark, how tlie heavenly anthem drowns

All music but its own :

x\wake, my soul, and sing

Of Him who died for thee ;

And hail Him as thy matchless King
Through all eternity.

Crown Him the Lord of peace :

Whose power a sceptre sways
From pole to ix)le, that wars may cease

Absorbed in prayer and praise :

His reign shall know no end.
And round His pierced feet

Fair flowers of Paradise extend
Their fragrance ever sweet.

Crown Him the Virgin's Son,
The God Incarnate born

;

Whose arm those crimson trophies won
Which now His Brow adorn !

Fruit of the Mystic Rose,
As of that Rose the Stem

;

The Root, whence Mercy ever flows,

The Babe of Bethlehem.

Crown Him the Lord of years,
The Potentate of time.

Creator of the rolling spheres,

Ineff'ably sublime :

Glazed in a sea of light,

WTiose everlasting waves

Reflect His form, the Infinite,

Who lives, and loves, and saves.

Crown Him the Lord of love :

Behold His Hands and Side,
Rich wounds, yet visiV^le above

In beauty glorified :

No angel in the sky
Can fully bear that sight.

But downward bends his burning eye
At mysteries so bright.

Crown Him the Lord of heaven,
One with the Father known,

And the blest Spirit through Him given
From yonder triune throne :

All hail, Redeemer, hail.

For Thou hast died for me
;

Thy ])raise shall never, never fail

Throughout eternity.

[M. BRIDGES]
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Mondo pill per me non sei.

JESUS,
Lord, be Thou my own

;

Thee I long for, Thee alone
;

All myself I give to Thee
;

Do whate'er Thou wilt with me.

Life without Thy love would be

Death, O Sovereign Good, to me
;

Bound and held by Thy dear chains

Captive now my heart remains.

Thou, O God, my heart inflame.
Give that love which Thou dost claim ;

Payment I will ask for none
;

Love demands but love alone.

God of beauty, Lord of light.

Thy good will is my delight ;

Now henceforth Thy will divine

Ever shall in all be mine. ,

[ST. ALPHONSCS. TK. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.SS.R.]
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O BRIGHTNESS of eternal light,

I worsliip at Thy feet
;

Though all unworthy in Thy sight,

Thy mercies I repeat.

To save our souls from sin and strife

Is still Thy work divine
;

The gates of everlasting life,

gracious Lord, are Thine.

I love to praise Thee when the sun

Pours forth his early light,

And when the bright stars one by one

Come twinkling out at night.

If I am free from care and loss,

1 love to praise Thy name,
If I am call'd to bear Thy cross,

I bless Thee all the same.

(S3 )

If roses on my path T meet,
I feel the gift is Thine

;

If thorns spring up to pierce my feet,

I still wdll not rejnne.

The blessings sent to win my love,

Lord, I freely take ;

The trials sent my faith to prove,

1 bear for Thy dear sake.

Then let me on my journey go,

And fear not for the end
;

It matters not who is my foe.

If Jesus be my friend.

In Thee, sweet Lord, I put my trust
;

Oh, guard me while I live
;

And when this dust returns to dust.

My soul in Heaven receive.

[ANON.
" HYMNS FKK THE YKAR," 1867]
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

Jesu dulcis memoria.

JESU,
the only thouglit of Thee

With sweetness fills my breast
;

But sweeter still it is to see

And on Thy beauty feast.

No theme so soft, nor sound so gay
Can art of music frame

;

No words, nor even thought, can say
Thy most mellifluous name.

Sole hope, when we our sins repent,
So bounteous of Thy grace ;

If thus Thou'rt good while we lament.

Oh, what when face to face 1

Jesus, that name inspires my mind
With springs of life and light ;

More than I ask in Thee I find.

And lavish in delight.

No eloquence nor art can reach

The joys of those above
;

The blest can only know, not reach,
What they in .Jesus prove.

Thee, then, I'll seek, retired apart.
From world and business free

;

When noise invades I'll shut my heart.
And keep it all for Thee.

An early pilgrim thus I'll come,
With Magdalen, to find

In sighs and tears my Saviour's tomb.
And there refresh my mind.

My tears upon His grave shall fiow,

Aly sighs the garden fill
;

Then at His feet myself I'll throw,
And there I'll seek His will.

Jesus, in Thy blest steps I'll tread.

And haunt Thee through Thy ways ;

I'll mourn, and never cease to jjlead

Till I'm restored to grace.
Great Conqueror of death. Thy fire

Does such sweet flames excite,

That first it raises the desire,

Then fills it with delight.

Thy quickening presence shines so clear

Through every sense and way,
That souls, Avho once have seen Thee near,

See all things else decay.

Come, then, dear Lord, possess my heart,
And chase the shades of night ;

Come, pierce it with Thy flaming dart,

And ever-shining light.

Then, I'll for ever Jesus sing.
And with the blest rejoice ;

Then all the vaulted towers shall ring,
And echoing hearts and voices sing.
And still repeat,

"
Eejoice."

[TR. J.DP.YHF.N)

N.B.—If the last verse of this hymn is sung, the above must be interpolated between tlie asterisks.
The last bar on Ime 1 of the mnsic tvill in that case be omitted, and the verse will end
with line 2 of the music*

(35)
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I NEED Thee, precious Jesus,
I need a friend like Thee

;

A friend to soothe and sympathise,
A friend to care for me.

I need Thy Wounds, sweet Jesus,
To fly from perils near,

To shelter in these hallowed clefts,

From every doubt and fear.

I need Thy Heart, sweet Jesus,

To feel each anxious care
;

I lono[ to tell my every want,
And all my sorrows share.

I need Thee, sweetest .Jesus,

In Thy Sacrament of Love ;

To nourish this poor soul of mine.
With the treasures of Thy love.

I need Thy Blood, sweet Jesus,
To wash each sinful stain :

To cleanse this sinful soul of mine.
And make it pure again.

I'll need Thee, sweetest .Jesus,

\Mien death's dread hour draws nigh.
To hide me in Thy Sacred Heart,

Till wafted safe on high.

[ANON.
" HYMNS FOR THE TEAR," 1867]
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CceH Deus sanctissime.

Vespers of Wednesday.

LORD of eternal purity !

Who dost tlie world with light adorn,

And paint the fields of azure sky
With lovely hues of eve and morn :

Who didst command the sun to light

His fiery wheel's effulgent blaze
;

Didst set the moon her circuit bright ;

The stars their ever-winding maze :

That, each within its order'd sphere,

They might divide the night from day ;

And of the seasons, through the year,

The well-remember'd signs display :

Scatter our night, eternal God,
And kindle Thy pure beam mthin

;

Free us from guilt's oppressive load.

And break the deadly bonds of sin.

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ;

Hear us, C) sole-V)egotten Son !

Wlio, with the Holy Cihost most high,

Reignest while endless ages run.

(TR. REV. E. CASW.^LL)
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HAIL to Thee ! true Body, sprung TIk lu, whose side was pierced, and How'd
From the Virgin Mary's womb I Both with water and with blood

;

The same that on the Cross was hung. Suffer us to taste of Thee,
And bore for jnan the bitter doom ! In our life's last agony.

Ron of Mary, .Tesu blest !

yweetest, gentlest, holiest !

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Pange lingua gloriosi.

Corpus Christi Vespers.

SING,
my tongue, the Saviour's glory,

Of His Flesh the mystery sing ;

Of the Blood, all price exceeding,
Shed by our immortal King,

Destined, for the wf)rld's redemption,
From a noble womb to spring.

Of a pure and spotless Virgin
Born for us on earth below,

He, as Man with man conversing,

Stay'd, the seeds of truth to sow
;

Then He closed in solemn order

Wondrously His life of woe.

On the night of that Last Sup]»er,
Seated with His chosen band,

He the Paschal victim eating.
First fulfils the Law's command ;

Then, as Food to His Apostles
Gives Himself with His own hand.

Word made Flesh, the bread of nature

By His word to Flesh He turns
;

Wine into His Blood He changes :
—

What though sense no change discerns %

Only be the heart in earnest.

Faith her lesson quickly learns.

Tantum ergo sacramentum.

Down in adoration falling,

Lo I the sacred Host we hail ;

Lo ! o'er ancient forms departing,
Newer rites of grace ]irevail ;

Faith, for all defects supi)lying,

Where the feeble senses fail.

To the Everlasting Father,
And the Son who reigns on high,

With t)ie Holy Ghost proceeding
Foith from Each eternally.

Be salvation, honour, blessing,

Might, and endless majesty.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.
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THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.
Harmony.
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Sweet Sa - crament ! we Thee a- dore I Oli, make us love Thee luoie and more !

Sweet Sa meut

JESUS
! my Lord, my God, my all 1

How can I love Thee as I ought %

And how revere this wondrous gift,

So far surpassing hope or thought %

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more 1

Had I but Mary's siidess heart

To love Thee wdth, my dearest King,

Oh, with what hursts of fervent praise

Thy goodness, Jesus, would I sing I

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more 1

Ah, see ! within a creature's hand

The vast Creator deigns to be,

Reposing, infant-like, as though
On Joseph's arm, or Mary's knee.

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more 1

Thy Body, Soul, and Godhead, all I

mystery of love divine !

I cannot compass all I have.
For all Thou hast and art are mine I

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more 1

Sound, sound His praises higher still,

And come, ye angels, to our aid,

'Tis God ! 'tis God ! the very God,
Whose power both man and angels made !

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more 1

Part II.—For Processions.

Ping joyously, ye solemn bells !

And wave, oh wave, ye censers bright 1

'Tis Jesus cometh, Mary's Son,
And God of God, and Light of Light I

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more 1

O earth ! grow flowers beneath His'^feet,

And Thou, O sun, shine bright this day !

He comes ! He comes 1 O Hetiven on earth I

Our Jesus comes upon His way !

Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !

Oh, make us love Thee more and more !

He comes I He comes I the Lord of Hosts,

Borne on His Throne triumphantly !

We see Thee, and we know Thee, Lord ;

And yearn to shed our blood for Thee.

Sweet Sacrament I we Thee adore 1

Oh, make us love Thee more and more I

Our hearts leap u]) ; our trembling song
Grows fainter still

;
we can no more ;

Silence ! and let us wee})
—and die

Of very love, while we adore.

Great Sacrament of love divine I

All, all we have or are be Thine 1

IREV. F. W. FABERl
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THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.
73 (First Tune.)
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Partendo dal mondo.

VTTHEN the loving Shepherd,
' » Ere He left the earth,

Shed, to pay our ransom,
Blood of priceless Avorth,

These His lambs so cherish'd,

Purchas'd for His own,
He would not a])andoii

In the world alone.

Ere He makes us partners
Of His realm on high,

Happy and immortal
With Him in the sky,

—
Love immense, stupendous,
Makes Him here below

Partner of our exile

In this world of woe.

Jesus, food of angels,
Monarch of the heart

;

Oh, that I could never

From Thy face depart I

Yes, Thou ever dwellest

Here for love of me,
Hidden Thou remainest,
Ood of ^Majesty.

Soon I hojie to see Thee,
And enjoy Thy love.

Face to face, sweet Jesus,
In Thy Heaven above.

But on earth an exile.

My delight shall be

Ever to be near Thee,
Veiled for love of me.

[ST. ALPHONSUS. TR. REV. K. VAUQHAN, C.SS.R.]
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(Second Tune.)
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Partendo dal mondo.

WHEN the loving Shepherd,
Ere He left the earth,

Shed, to pay our ransom,
Blood of priceless worth,

These His lambs so cherish'd,

Purchas'd for His o-nTi,

He would not abandon
In the world alone.

^=?2=

Ere He makes us partners
Of His realm on high,

Happy and immortal
With Him in the sky,

—
Love immense, stupendous,
Makes Him here below

Partner of our exile

In this world of woe.

Jesus, food of angels,

Monarch of the heart
;

Oh, that I could never

From Thy face depart !

Yes, Thou ever dwellest

Here for love of me.
Hidden Thou remainest,
God of Majesty.

Soon I hope to see Thee,
And enjoy Thy love.

Face to face, sweet Jesus,
In Thy Heaven above.

But on earth an exile.

My delight shall be
Ever to be near Thee,

Veiled for love of me.

[ST. ALPHONSCS. TR. REV. E. VAIGHAN, C.SS.R.]
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Anima Christi.

SOUL
of my Saviour, sanctify my breast !

Body of Christ, be Thou my saving guest !

Blood of my Saviour, bathe me in Thy tide !

Wash me, ye waters, gushing from His side 1

Strength and protection may His passion be
;

O blessed Jesus, hear and answer me !

Deep in Thy wounds, Lord, hide and shelter me ;

So shall I never, never part from Thee.

Guard and defend me from the foe malign ;

In death's drear moments make me only Thine
;

Call me, and bid me come to Thee on high.
When I may praise Thee with Thy saints for aye.
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THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

75
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Verbum supernum prodiens.

Corpus Christi, Lauds.

THE Word, descending from above,

Though with the Father still on high,
Went forth upon His work of love.

And soon to life's last eve drew nigh.

At birth our brother He became
;

At meat Himself as food He gives ;

To ransom us He died in shame
;

As our reward, in bliss He lives.

He shortly to a death accursed

By a disciple shall be given ;

But, to His twelve disciples, first

He gives Himself, the Bread from Heaven.

O salutaris Hostia.

O saving Victim ! open wide
The gate of Heav'n to man below !

Sore press our foes from every side
;

Thine aid supply. Thy strength bestow.

Himself in either kind He gave ;

He gave His Flesh, He gave His Blood
;

Of flesh and blood all men are made
;

And He of man would be the Food.

To Thy great Name be endless praise,
Immortal Godhead, One in Three !

Oh, grant us endless length of days,
. In our true native land, with Thee !

(TK. RKV. K. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

Adoro Te devote, latcns Deitas.

r\ GODHEAD hid, devoutly I adore Thee,^^ Who truly art within the forms before me ;

To Thee my heart T liow with bended knee,
As failing quite in contemplating Thee.

Sight, touch, and taste in Thee are each deceived ;

The ear alo)ie most safely is believed :

I believe all the Son of God has spoken.
Than Truth's own word there is no truer token.

God only on the Cross lay hid from view
;

But here lies hid at once the Manhood too :

And I, in both professing my belief,

Make the same prayer as the repentant thief.

Thy wounds, as Thomas saw, I do not see
;

Yet Thee confess my Lord and God to be :

Make me believe Thee ever more and more
;

In Thee my hope, in Thee my love to store.

O thou j\Iemorial of our Lord's own dying !

O Bread that Living art and vivifying !

Make ever Thou my soul on thee to live
;

Ever a taste of Heavenly sweetness give,

O loving Pelican ! O Jesu, Lord !

Unclean I am, but cleanse me in Thy blood ;

Of which a single drop, for sinners spilt,

Is ransom for a world's entire guilt.

Jesu ! whom for the present veil'd I see,

What I so thirst for, oh, vouchsafe to me :

That I may see Thy countenance unfolding,
And may be blest Thy glory in beholding.

O Shepherd of the Faithful, O Jesu, gracious be ;

Increase the faith of all who put their faith in Thee.

[ST. THOMAS AQUINAS. TR. REV. E. CASWALI.l
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O JESUS Christ, remember,
When Thou shalt come again,

Upon the clouds of Heaven,
With all Thy shining train

;

—
When every eye shall see Thee
In Deity reveal'd,

Who now upon this altar

In silence art conceal'd ;

—

Eemember then, O Saviour,
I supplicate of Thee,

That here I bow'd before Thee

Upon my bended knee
;

That here I own'd thy Presence,
And did not Thee deny ;

And glorified Thj' greatness

Though hid from human eye.

Accept, Divine Redeemer,
The homage of my praise ;

Be Thou the light and honour
And glory of my days.

Be Thou my consolation

When death is drawing nigh :

Be Thou my only treasure

Through all eternity.

[UKV. E. CASWALLl
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SWEET
Sacrament divine !

Hid in Thine earthly home,
Lo ! round Thy lowly shrine,

With suppliant hearts we come.

Jesus, to Thee our voice we raise, .

In songs of love and heartfelt praise,

Sweet Sacrament divine 1

Sweet Sacrament of Peace !

Dear home for every heart.

Where restless yearnings cease.

And sorrows all depart.
There in Thine ear, all trustfully
We tell our tale of misery.
Sweet Sacrament of Peace I

Repeal last line of each verse.

(99)

Sweet Sacrament of Piest I

Ark from the ocean's roar,

Within Thy shelter blest

Soon may we reach the shore.

Save us, for still the tempest raves
;

Save, lest we sink beneath the waves
;

Sweet Sacrament of Rest 1

Sweet Sacrament divine !

Earth's Light and Jubilee,

In Thy far depths doth shine

Thy Godhead's Majesty.
Sweet Light, so shine on us, we pray,
That earthly joys may fade away,
Sweet Sacrament divine I

[REV. F. STANFIELD]
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I COME to Thee once more, my God !

No longer will I roam
;

For I have sought the wide world through,
And never found a home.

The pleasure of the passing hour

My spirit next could Avile
;

But soon, full soon, my heart fell sick

Of pleasure's weary smile.

Though bright and many are the spots
Where I have built a nest.

Yet in the brightest still I pined
For more abiding rest.

]\Iore selfish grown, I worshipped health,

The flush of manhood's power ;

But then it came and went so quick,
It was but for an hour.

Riches could bring me joy and power,
And they were fair to see

;

Yet gold was but a sorry god
To serve instead of Thee.

And thus a not unkindly world

Hath done its best for me
;

Yet I have found, O God ! no rest,

No harbour short of Thee.

Then honour and the world's good word

Appeared a nobler faith
;

Yet could I rest on bliss that hung
And trembled on a breath ?

For Thou hast made this wondrous soul

All for Thyself alone ;

Ah ! send Thy sweet transforming grace
To make it more Thine own.

[REV. F. W. FABER)
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Lauda Sion Salvatorem.

Corpus Christi Sequence.

SlOy,
lift thy voice, and sing ;

Praise thy Saviour and thy King ;

Praise with hymns thy Shepherd true

Dare thy most to praise Him well ;

For He doth all praise excel ;

None can ever reach His due.

Let the chant be loud and high ;

Sweet and tranquil be the joy
Felt to-day in every breast

;

On this Festival divine

Which recounts the origin

Of the glorious Eucharist.

Special theme of praise is thine,
That true living Bread divine,
That life-giving Flesh adored.

Which the brethren twelve received,
As most faithfully believed.
At the Sujiper of the Lord.

At this Table of the King,
Our new Paschal offering

Brings to end the olden rite
;

Here, for empty shadows fled,

Is Reality instead
;

Here, instead of darkness. Light.

(101)
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His own act, at supper seated,
Christ ordain'd to be repeated,

In His Memory Divine
;

Wherefore now, with adoration,
We the Host of our salvation

Consecrate from bread and wine.

Hear what holy Church maintaineth.

That the bread its substance changeth
Into Flesh, the wine to Blood.

Doth it pass thy comprehending %

Faith, the law of sight transcending,

Leajis to things not understood.

Here, in outward signs are hidden
Priceless things, to sense forbidden

;

Signs, not things, are all we see ;
—

Flesh from bread, and Blood from wine
;

Yet is Christ, in cither sign.

All entire, confess'd to be.
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They, too, who of Him partake,

Sever not, nor rend, nor break,

But entire, their Lord receive.

Whether one or thousands eat,

All receive the self-same meat,
Nor the less for others leave.

P)()th the wicked and the gootl

Eat of this celestial Food ;

Rut with ends how o])itosite !

Here 'tis life
;
and there 'tis death

;

The same, yet issuing to each

In a ditference infinite.
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Nor a single doubt retain,

When they break the Host in twain,
But that in each part remains

What was in the whole before
;

Since the simple sign alone

Suffers change in state or form,
The Signified remaining One
And the Same for evermore.

Ecce panis angelorum.

Lo 1 upon the Altar lies.

Hidden deep from human eyes,

Angels' Bread from Paradise,
Made the food of mortal man :

Children's meat to dogs denied ;

In old types foresignified ;

In the manna from the skies,

In Isaac, and the Paschal Lamb.

Jesu, Shei>herd of the sheep I

Thy true Hock in safety keep.

Living Bread ! Thy life sup}jly ;

Strengthen us or else we die
;

Fill us with celestial grace ;

Thou, who feedest us below !

Source of all we have or know !

Grant that with Thy Saints above,

*Sitting at the feast of love,

We may see Thee face to face.

[TK. KEV. E. CASWALL]

For last two lines of this verse, repeat music from ^.
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THE BLESSED SACRMIENT.

Adoro Te devote, latens Deitas.

THEE prostrate I adore, the Deity that lies

Beneath these humble veils concealed from human eyes ;

My heart doth wholly yield, subjected to Thy sway.
For contemplating Thee it wholly faints away.

Hail, Jesus, hail
;
do Thou, good 8hei)herd of the sheep,

Increase in all true hearts the faith they fondly keep.

The sight, the touch, the taste, in Thee are here deceived ;

But by the ear alone this truth is safe believed
;

I hold whate'er the Son of God hath said to me
;

Than this blest word of truth no word can truer be.

Hail, Jesus, hail, &,c.

Upon the cross Thy Godhead only was concealed ;

But here Thy manhood too doth lie as deeply veiled ;

And yet, in both these truths confessing my belief,

I pray as prayed to Thee the poor repentant thief.

Hail, Jesus, hail, ttc.

I see not with mine eyes Thy wounds, as Thomas saw
;

Yet own Thee for my God with equal love and awe
;

Oh grant me, that my faith may ever firmer be.

That all my hope and love may still repose in Thee.

Hail, Jesus, hail, (fcc.

Memorial sweet, that shows the death of my dear Lord ;

Thou living bread, that life dost unto man afford
;

O grant, that this my soul may ever live on Thee,
That Thou mayst evermore its only sweetness be.

Hail, Jesus, hail, &c.

O mystic pelican, Jesu, my loving Lord,
Cleanse me of my defilements in Thy blood adored.
Whereof one only drop, in Thy sweet mercy spilt.

Would have the power to cleanse the world of all its guilt.

Hail, Jesus, hail, &c.

Jesu, lying here concealed before mine eye,

1 pray Thou grant me that for which I ceaseless sigh,

To see the vision clear of Thine unveiled face,

Blest with the glories bright that fill Thy dwelling-])lace.

Hail, Jesus, hail
;
do Thou, good Shepherd of the sheep,

Increase in all true hearts the faith they fondly keep.

(ST. TUUMAS AyCINAS. Ti:. 1:EV. J. 1>. AYLWARD, O.P.]
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JESUS,
gentlest Saviour !

God of might and power 1

Thou Thyself art dwelling
In us at this hour.

Nature cannot hold Thee,
Heaven is all too strait

For Thine endless glory
And Thy royal state.

Out beyond the shining
Of the furthest star,

Thou art ever stretching

Infinitely far.

Yet the hearts of children

Hold what worlds cannot,
And the God of wonders
Loves the lowly spot.

As men to their gardens
Go to seek sweet flowers,

In our hearts dear Jesus

Seeks them at all hours.

Jesus, gentlest Saviour 1

Thou art in us now
;

Fill us full of goodness
Till our hearts o'erflow.

( 108)

Pray the prayer within us

That to heaven shall rise
;

Sing the song that angels

Sing above the skies.

Multiply our graces.

Chiefly love and fear,

Ah, dear Lord ! the chiefest—
Grace to persevere.

Oh, how can we thank Thee
For a gift like this—

Gift that truly maketli

Heaven's eternal bliss I

Ah ! when wit Thou always
Make our hearts Thy home %

We must wait for Heaven—
Then the day will come.

Now at least we'll keep Theo
All the time we may—

But Thy grace and blessing
We will keep alway.

\Mien our hearts Thou leavest,

Worthless though they be,

Give them to Thv Mother
To be kept for Thee.

[REV. F. W. F-IBER]
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Summi Parentis filio.

Old Office of the Sacred Heart.

r
1
10 Christ, the Prince of Peace,

-'- And Son of God most high,
The Father of the world to come.

Sing we with holy joy.

O Fount of endless life !

O Spring of Avater clear !

O Flame celestial, cleansing all

Who unto Thee draw near I

Deep in His Heart for us

The wound of love He bore :

That love wherewith He still inflames

The hearts that Him adore.

Hide me in Thy dear Heart,
For thither do I fly ;

There seek Thy grace through life, in death

Thine immortality.

O Jesu ! Victim blest !

\ATiat else but love divine.
Could Thee constrain to open thus

That sacred Heart of Thine '.

Praise to the Father be,

And sole-begotten Son
;

Praise, Holy Paraclete, to Thee,
While endless ages run.

[TR. EEV. B. CASWALL)
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THE SACRED HEART.
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THE SACRED HEART.

Dem Herzen Jesu singe.

TO Jesus' Heart, all burning
With fervent love for men,

My heart with fondest yearning
Shall raise its joyful strain.

While ages course along,
Blest be with loudest song

The Sacred Heart of Jesus

By evei'y heart and tongue ?

Heart, for me on fire

With love no man can speak,
• My yet untold desire

God gives me for Thy sake.

While ages course along, &c.

Too true I have forsaken

Thy love by wilful sin
;

Yet now let me be taken

Back by Thy grace again.
While ages course along, &c.

As Thou art meek and lowly,
And ever pure of heart,

So may my heart be wholly
Of Thine the counterpart.
While ages course along, &c.

O that to me were given
The pinions of a dove,

I'd speed aloft to Heaven,

My Jesus' love to prove.
While ages course along, &c.

"WTien life away is flying,

And earth's false glare is dons :

Still, Sacred Heart, in dying
I'll say I'm all Thine own.
While ages course along, <fec.

(ALOYS SCHLOR. TR. REV. A. J. CHRISTIE, S.J.]
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THE SACRED HEART.

Dem Herzen Jesu singe.

rnO Jesus' Heart, all burning
-- With fervent love for men,
My heart with fondest yearning-

Shall raise its joyful strain.

While ages course along,
Blest be with loudest song

The Sacred Heart of Jesus

By every heart and tongue !

O Heart, for me on fire

With love no man can speak,

My yet untold desire

God gives me for Thy sake.

While ages course along, kc

Too true I have forsaken

Thy love by wilful sin
;

Yet now let me be taken

Back by Thy grace again.
While ages course along, &c.

As Thou art meek and lowly,
And ever pure of heart.

So may my heart be wliolly
Of Thine the counterpart.
While ages course along, &c.

that to me were given
The pinions of a dove,

I'd speed aloft to Heaven,
My Jesus' love to prove.
While ages course along, <fec.

When life away is flying.

And earth's false glare is done ;

Still, Sacred Heart, in dying
I'll say I'm all Thine own.
While ages course along, (fee.

[ALOYS SCHLOR. TR. REV. A. J. CHRISTIE, 3.J.1
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THE SACRED HEART.

Auctor beate saeculi.

The Sacred Heart, Vespers.

TESU, Creator of the world !

^ Of all mankind Redeemer blest !

True God of God ! in whom we see

The Father's Image clear express'd !

Thee, Saviour, love alone constrain'd

To make our mortal flesh Thine own
;

And as a second Adam come.
For the first Adam to atone.

That selfsame love, which made the sky.
Which made the sea, and stars, and earth,

Took pity on our misery.
And broke the bondage of our birth.

O ,Tesu ! in Thy Heart divine

May that same love for ever glow ;

For ever mercy to mankind
Trom that exhaustless fountain flow.

For this. Thy Sacred Heart was pierced,
And both with blood and water ran ;

To cleanse us from the stains of guilt,

And be the hope and strength of man.

To God the Father, and the Son,
All praise, and power, and glory be

;

With Thee, O Spirit Paraclete,
All through the long eternity.

[TK. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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O SACEED Heart !

Our home lies deep in Thee.

On earth Thou art an exile's rest,

In heaven the glory of the blest,

O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !

Our trust is all in Thee :

For though earth's night be dark and drear,

Thou breathest rest where Thou art near,

O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !

Thou fount of contrite tears,

Where'er those living waters flow,

New life to sinners they bestow,
O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !

Wlien shades of death shall fall,

Receive us 'neath Thy gentle care,

And save us from the tem^jter's snare :

O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !

Bless our dear native land.

May England's sons to truth e'er stand,

With faith's bright banner still in hand,
O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !

Lead e.xiled children homo,
Where we may ever rest near Thee,
In peace and joy eternally,

O Sacred Heart I

[REV. F. STAN FIELD]
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THE SACRED HEART.

O SACRED Heart 1 all blissful light of Heaven,
Rapture of Angels, beaming ever bright,

—
Ravishing joys, in rich and radiant splendour.
Flow from Thy glory in torrents of delight.

O Sacred Heart ! O hope of sinner's sorrow,
Rest of the weary, careworn, and depressed ;

Sweetly lead home earth's lone estranged exiles,

Where 'neath Thy love we may lie down and rest.

O Sacred Heart ! Thy light is softly rising

O'er the dark night of England's cheerless gloom ;

Bright dawns the day of Faith's undying glory,

Sweetly Thou seekest a loved but long-lost home.

O Sacred Heart ! as strain of softest rapture,
Sweet falls the music of that voice so blest :

" Come unto Me, all ye who mourn and labour,

Come heavy laden, and I will give you rest."

O Sacred Heart ! when shades of death are falling,

Gather Thy children 'neath the wings of love ;

Hush us to rest in Thine own gentle mercy.
Bear troubled spirits to brighter realms above.

O Sacred Heart ! what bliss, what thrilling rapture
E'er to rest near Thee on Thine own bright shore ;

Ever to gaze upon Thy beaming splendour,
Never to part

—to weep, to mourn no more.

[REV. F. STAXFIELD]
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Cor Jesu, Cor purissimum.

O HEART of Jesus, purest Heart,
Altar of holiness Thou art.

Cleanse Thou my heart, so sordid, cold,

And stained by sins so manifold.

That therefore Thou, may'st worthily
Be loved, O loving Lord, by me.
That love which in Thy Heart doth burn
Give me to love Thee in return.

Take from me, Lord, this tepid will,

Which doth Thy Heart with loathing fill
;

And then infuse a spirit new—
A fervent spirit, deejj and true.

Most humble Heart of all that beat,

Heart full of goodness, meek and sweet.

Give me a heart more like to Thine,
And light the flame of love in mine.

May this Thy love's most fiery dart

Strike deep and set on fire my heart.
And in that burning may it be

Dissolved and all-consumed in Thee.

Death to be sought with yearnings high.
Thus from love's violence to die

;

Ah, may my heart love's victim prove
For the Redeemer's Heart of love.

I

But, ah, were e'en my heart on fire

With all the seraphim's desire.

Till love a conflagration proved,
Not yet would'st Thou enough be loved.

So let me die for love of Thee,
O Heart, all full of love for me.
That with a new heart's virgin-hoard
T may liegin to love Thee, Lord.

[TR. REV. M. RUSSELL, S.J.
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Q HEART of Jesus, Heart of God,
^-^ O source of boundless love,

By angels praised, by saints adored.
From their bright thrones above.

The poorest, saddest heart on earth.

May claim Thee for its own
;

O burning, throbbing Heart of Christ,
Too late, too little known.

The very sound of those sweet words,
" The 8acred Heart," can give,

To the most lone and burthened soul,

Strength to endure and live.

A mother may forget her child,

A father jirove untrue ;

A brother or a sister turn

Unkind and thankless too.

The hearts of men are often hard
And full of selfish care

;

But in the Sacred Heart we find

A refuge from despair.

To Thee, my Jesus, then I come,
A poor and helpless child

;

And on Thine own words,
" Come to Me,"

My only hope I build.

The world is cold, and life is sad,

I crave the blessed rest

Of those who lay their weary heads

Upon Thy sacred breast.

For love is stronger far than death,
And who can love like Thee,

My Saviour, whose ajtpealing Heart

Broke on the cross for me ]

The purest, deepest, earthly love,

What is it. Lord, to Thine 1

A single drop from a great fount,

Eternal and divine.

fLAHY G. FULLKRTONl
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Sto prigione entro quel Core.

I DWELL a captive in this Heart,
Inflamed with love divine

;

'Tis here I live alone in peace,

And constant joy is mine.

What though I suffer, still in love

I ever true will be ;

My love of God shall deeper grow
When crosses fall on me.

It is the Heart of God's own Son
In His humanity,

Who, all enamour'd of my soul.

Here burns with love of me.

From every bond of earth, O Lord.

Thy grace hath set me free ;

My soul, deliver'd from the snare,

Enjoys true liberty.

Here like the dove within the ark

Securely I repose ;

Since now the Lord is my defence,

I fear no earthly foes.

Nought more can I desire than this,

To see Thy face in Heaven
;

And this I hope since He on earth

His Heart in pledge hath given.

[ST. ALPHONSUS. TR. REV. E. VAUQHAN, C.SS.R.l
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A MESSAGE from the Sacred Heart :

^-^ Wliat may its message be "?

" My child, My chikl, give Me thy heart—
Aly Heart has bled for thee."

This is the message Jesus sends

To my poor heart to-day,

And eager from His throne He bends

To hear what I shall say.

A message to the Sacred Heart
;

Oh, bear it back with speed :

"
Come, Jesus, reign within my heart—

Thy Heart is air I need."

Thus, Lord, I'll pray until T share

That home whose joy Thou art :

No message, dearest Jesus, there—
For heart will speak to heart.

lltKV. M. UUSSKLL, S.J.J
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of Jesus! golden chalice

Brimming with the rudely Wine,
Trodden in the press of fury,

Purest juice of truest vine,

From the Vineyards of Engeddi,

Quench this thirsty heart of mine !

Heart of Jesus ! Eose of Sharon

Glistening with the dew of tears,

All among the thornj^ prickles
Lo ! Thy blood-stained Head appears !

Spread Thy fragrance all around us,

Sweetly lulling all our fears !

Heart of Jesus ! Comb of honey
From the cleft of Calvary's rock,

Sweetness coming from the Strong One,

Dripping from the greenwood stock
;

Famishing of death is on us :

Feed, oh, feed Thy hungry flock !

Heart of Jesus ! broken Vial

Full of precious spikenard !

Alabaster vase of ointment I

See, our souls are sore and hard :

Let Thy healing virtue touch them,
And from sin's corruption guard !

[BISHOP CASARTELLI]
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SWEET
Heart of Jesus, fount of love and mercy,

To-day wa. come Thy blessing to implore ;

Oh, touch our hearts, so cold and so ungrateful,
And make them, Lord, Thine own for evermore.

Sweet Heart of Jesus ! we implore.

Oh, make us love Thee more and more.

(Sweet Heart of Jesus ! make us know and love Thee,
Unfold to us the treasures of Thy grace.

That so our hearts, from things f f earth uplifted.

May long alone to gaze upon Thy Face.

Sweet Heart of Jesus, ttc.

Sweet Heart of Jesus ! make us pure and gentle,
And teach us how to do Tliy blessed will

;

To follow close the print of Thy dear footsteps,
And when we fall—Sweet Heart, oh, love us still.

Sweet Heart of Jesus, &c.

Sweet Heart of Jesus ! bless all hearts that love Thee,
And may Thine own Heart ever blessed be,

Bless us, dear Lord, and bless the friends we cherish,
And keep us true to Mary and to Thee.

Sweet Heart of Jesus, &c.

( 123 )
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TTAIL, Jesus, hail ! who for my sake
-^-'- Sweet blood from Mary's veins didst

And shed it all for me
; [take

Oh, blessed be my Saviour's Blood,

My light, my life, my only good.
To all eternity.

To endless ages let us praise
The Precious Blood, whose price could raise

The world from wrath and sin
;

^Vhose streams our inward thirst appease
And heal the sinner's worst disease.

. If he but bathe therein.

AVhile Abel's blood for vengeance pleads,
What Jesus shed still intercedes

For those who wrong Him most.

Oh, to be sprinkled from the wells

Of Christ's own sacred Blood, excels

Earth's best and highest bliss
;

The ministers of wrath divine

Hurt not the happy hearts that shine

With those red drops of His !

Oh, sweetest Blood, that can imi^lore
Pardon of God, and Heaven restore.

The Heaven which sin had lost
;

Ah ! there is joy amid the saints.

And hell's despairing courage faints

When this sweet song we raise :

Oh, louder then, and louder still.

Earth with one mighty chorus fill,

The Precious Blood to praise !

[TR. UEV. F. AV. FABKI!
I

"N-B.—Eepeat third and last lines of each verse.
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GLORY
be to Jesus,

Who in bitter pains
Pour'd for me the life-blood

From H is sacred veins !

Grace and life eternal

In that Blood I find :

Blest be His compassion,

Infinitely kind I

Blest through endless ages
Be the precious stream,

Which from endless torment
Doth the world redeem !

There the fainting spirit
Drinks of life her till

;

There as in a fountain

Leaves herself at will.

Viva ! Viva ! Gesu.

Oh, the Blood of Christ !

It soothes the Father's ire

Opes the gate of Heaven
;

Quells eternal lire.

Abel's blood for \-engeance
Pleaded to the skies

;

But the Blood of Jesus

For our pardon cries.

Oft as it is sprinkled
On our guilty hearts,

Satan in confusion

Terror-struck departs.

Oft as earth exulting
AVafts its praise on high,

Hell with horror trembles
;

Heav'n is fiU'd with joy.

Lift ye, then, your voices
;

Swell the mighty flood
;

Louder still and louder,

Praise the Precious Blood.

|TR. RKV. E. CASWAI.I.J
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He bleeds, my Sa-viour bleeds ! He bleeds, my Sa - viour bleeds !
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BLOOD
is the price of Heaven

;

All sin that price exceeds ;

Oh come to be forgiven,
—

He bleeds,

My Saviour bleeds !

Under the olive boughs,

Falling like ruby beads,

The Blood drops from His brows.
He bleeds.

My Saviour bleeds !

While the fierce scourges fall,

The Precious Blood still pleads :

In front of Pilate's hall

He bleeds,

My Saviour bleeds !

Beneath the thorny crown
The crimson fountain speeds ;

See how it trickles down,—
He bleeds.

My Saviour bleeds !

Bearing the fatal wood
His band of saints He leads,

^Marking the way with Blood
;

He bleeds.

My Saviour bleeds !

On Calvary His shame
With Blood still intercedes

;

His oi)en Wounds proclaim—
He bleeds.

My Saviour bleeds !

He hangs ujjou the tree.

Hangs there for my misdeeds,
He sheds His Blood for me :

He bleeds.

My Saviour bleeds !

His Blood is flowing still
;

My thirsty soul it feeds
;

He lets me drink my fill
;

He bleeds,

My Saviour bleeds !

I REV. F. W. FABEK]
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Salvete Christi vulnera.

The Precious Blood, Lauds.

AIL, wounds ! which through eternal How doth th' ensanguined thorny crown
The love of Jesus show ; [years

Hail, wounds I from whenceunfailing streams

Of grace and glory flow.

More ])recious than the gems of Ind,

Than all the stars more fair ;

Xor h(jneycond), nor fragrant rose,

Can once with you compare.

Through you is open'd to our souls

A refuge safe and calm,
Whither no raging enemy
Can reach to work us harm.

What countless .stripes did Christ receive

Naked in Pilate's liall !

From His torn Mesh how red a shower

Did all around Him fall !

That beauteous brow transpierce !

How do the nails those hands and feet

Contract with tortures fierce !

He bows His head, and forth at last

His loving spirit soars
;

Yet even after death His heart

For us its tribnte jiours.

Beneath the winepress of God's wrath
His Blood for us He drains

;

Till for Himself, oh, wondrous love !

No single drop remains.

Oh, come, all ye on whom ainde

The deadly stains of sin !

Come ! wash in this encrimson'd tide,
And ye shall be made clean.

Praise Him, who with the Father sits

"Enthroned upon the skies
;

Whose Blood redeems our souls from guilt,

Whose Spirit sanctities.

|TU. IU:V. K. CAS\V.\1.I.J
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THERE
is an everlasting home

Where contrite souls may hide,

Where death and danger dare not come-
The Saviour's side.

There issued forth a double flood,
The sin-atoning tide,

In streams of water and of blood
From that dear side.

It was a cleft of matchless love

Opened when He had died
;

When mercy hailed in worlds above,
That wounded side.

There is the only fount of Ijliss,

In joy and sorro\\' tried ;

No refuge for the heart like this-

A Saviour's side.

Hail, Rock of Ages, pierced for me,
The grave of all my pride ;

Hope, peace and heaven are all in Thee,

Thy sheltering side.

Thither the Church, through all her days
Points as a faithful guide ;

And celebrates with ceaseless praise

That spear-pierced side.

There is the golden gate of heaven.
An entrance for the Bride,

Where the sweet crown of life is given

Through Jesus' side.

[M. BRIDOKS]
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Cor area legem continens.

Sacked Heart, Lauds.

AEK of the Covenant ! not that

"Whence bondage came of okl
;

But that of pure forgiving grace
And mercies manifohl.

Beneath this emblem of pure love,

'Twas Love Himself that died.

And oifer'd up Himself for us,

A Victim crucified.

Thou Veil of awful mystery 1

Thou Sanctuary sublime !

Thou sacred Temple, holier far

Than that of olden time !

Oh, who of His redeem'd will Him
Their mutual love refuse ?

Who would not rather in that Heart

Their home eternal choose %

Blest Heart of Christ ! in Thy dear wound
The hidden depth we see,

Of what were else unguess'd by us,
—

His boundless charity.

To God the Father, with the Son,

And, Holy Ghost, to Thee,
Be honour, glory, virtue, power.

Through all eternitj-.

ITR. REV. K. CASWAI.!.]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Omni die die Mariae.

"n\AILY, daily, sing to Mary,
-L^

Sing, my soul, her praises due
;

All her feasts, her actions worship.
With the heart's devotion true.

Lost in wond'riiig contemplation
Be her majesty confest :

Call her mother, call her Virgin,

Happy Mother, Virgin blest.

She is mighty to deliver
;

Call her, trust her lovingly :

When the tempest rages round thee,
She will calm the troubled sea.

Gifts of Heaven she has given,
Noble Lady ! to our race :

She, the Queen, who decks her subjects
With the light of God's own grace.

Sing, my tongue, the Virgin's trophies,
Who for us her Maker bore

;

F'or the curse of old inflicted,

Peace and blessing to restore.

Sing in songs of {praise unending.

Sing the world's majestic Queen.
Weary not nor faint in telling

All the gifts she gives to men.

All my senses, heart, affections,

Strive to sound her glory forth :

Spi*ead abroad the sweet memorials
Of the Virgin's priceless woi-th.

Where the voice of music thrilling,

Where the tongue of ehxpience,
That can utter hymns beseeming

All her matchless excellence 'I

All our joys do tiow from Mary,
All then join her praise to sing ;

Treml)ling sing the Virgin Mother,
^Mother of our Lord and King.
While ^ve sing her awful glory,
Far above our fancy's reach,

Let our hearts be quick to offer

Love the heart alone can teacli.

V^T. CASI.MIli. TU. RKV. I'. W. FABER]
( 131 )
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN,

Omni die die Marias.

"T^ATLY, daily, sing to Mary,
--^

»Sing, my soul, her praises clue
;

All her feasts, her actions worship,
With the heart's devotion true.

Lost in wond'ring contemplation
Be her majesty confest :

Call her mother, call her Virgin,

Happy ^lother, Virgin blest.

She is mighty to deliver ;

Call her, truht her lovingly :

When the tempest rages round thee,
She will calm the troubled sea.

Gifts of Heaven she has given.
Noble Lady ! to our race :

She, the Queen, who decks her subject s

With the light of God's own grace.

Sing, my tongue, the Virgin's trophies,
Who for us her Maker bore

;

For the curse of old inflicted,

Peace and blessing to restore.

Sing in songs of praise unending.

Sing the world's majestic Queen.

Weary not nor faint in telling

All the gifts she gives to men.

All my senses, heart,"aftections.

Strive to sound her glory forth :

Spread abroad the sweet memorials
Of the Virgin's priceless Avortli.

Where the voice of music thrilling,
Where the tongue of eloquence,

That can utter hymns beseeming
All her matchless excellence 1

All our joys do flow from Mary,
All then join her praise to sing ;

Trembling sing the Virgin Mother,
Mother of oui' Lord and King.
While we sing her awful glory.

Far above our fancy's i-each,

Lot our hearts be ((uick to offer

liOve the heart alone can teach.

[ST. CASIMIR, TK. RKV, F. W. FAREK]
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Salve Regina.
Antiphon, B.Y.M.

HAIL, Queen of Heav'n, the ocean Star

Guide of the wand'rer here below !

Thrown on life's surge, we claim thy care—
Save us from peril and from woe.

Mother of Christ, Star of the sea.

Pray for the wanderer, pray for me.

O gentle, chaste, and spotless ]\Iaid,

We sinners make our prayers through thee
;

Remind thy Son that He has paid
The price of our iniquity.

Virgin most pure, Star of the sea,

Pray for the sinner, pray for me.

Sojourners in this vale of tears,

To thee, blest advocate, we cry ;

Pity our sorrows, calm our fears.

And soothe with hope our misery.

Refuge in grief. Star of the sea.

Pray for the mourner, pray for me.

And while to Him who reigns above.
In Godhead One, in Persons Three,

The Source of life, of grace, of love,

Homage we pay on bended knee ;

Do thou, bright Queen, Star of the .sea,

Pray for thy children, pray for me.

[DR. UNGARI']
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Salve Regina.
Antiphon, B.V.M.

HAIL, Queen of Heav'n, the ocean Star ! Sojourners in this vale of tears,

Guide of the wand'rer here lielow ! To thee, blest advocate, we cry ;

Thrown on life's surge, we claim thy care— Pity our sorrows, calm our fears,

Save us from peril and from woe. And soothe with hope our misery.
Mother of Christ, Star of the sea. Refuge in grief. Star of the sea.

Pray for the A\"anderer, pray for me. Pray for the mourner, pray for me.

O gentle, chaste, and spotless Maid,
We sinners make our prayers through thee

;

Ilemind thy Son that He has paid
The i)rice of our iniquity.

Virgin most pure, Star of the sea,

Pray for the .sinner, pray for me.

And while to Him who reigns aliove.

In Godhead One, in Persons Three,
The Source of life, of grace, of love,

Homage A\e pay on bended knee ;

Do thou, bright Queen, Star of the sea,

Pray for thy children, i)ray for me.

[DR. LIKGARI']
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MOTHER of Mercy ! day by day
My liive of thee grows more and

Thy gifts are strewn upon my way, [more ;

Like sands upon the great sea-shore.

Though poverty and work and woe
The masters of my life may be,

When times are Avorst, who does not know
Darkness is light with love of thee?

But scornful men have coldly said

Thy love was leading me from God ;

And yet in this I did but tread

The very path my Saviour trod.

They know but little of thy worth

Who speak these heartless words to me
For Avhat did Jesus love on earth

One half so tenderly as thee %

Get me the grace to love thee more
;

Jesus will give if thou wilt plead ;

And, Mother ! ^hen life's cares are o'er,

Oh, I shall love thee then indeed 1

Jesus, when His three hours were run.

Bequeath'd thee fi'om the cross to me,
And oh ! how can I love thy Son,
Sweet Mother ! if I love not thee X

[RKV. F. W, FABKR]

'N.B.—Liasi line of tvords repeated.
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"IV/fOTHER of Mercy ! day by day
1VJ_ My love of thee jirow.s more and

Thy gifts are strewn upon my way, [more ;

Like sands upon the great sea-shore.

Though poverty and work and woe
The masters of my life may be,

When times are worst, who does not know
Darkness is light with love of thee %

But scorjiful men have coldly said

Thy love was leading me from God
;

And yet in this T did Imt tread

The very i)ath my Saviour trod.

They know but little of thy worth
Who speak these heartless words to me

;

For what did Jesus love on earth

One half so tenderly as thee?
-

Get me the grace to love thee more :

' .Tesus will give if thou wilt plead :

And, Mother ! when life's cares are o'er,

Oh, 1 shall love thee then indeed !

Jesus, when His three hours were run,

l>equeath"d thee from the cross to me,
And oh ! how can I love thy Son,
Sweet ^NFother ! if I love not thee ?

[REV. F. W. FABin;)
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LOOK down, O Mother Mary,
From tliy Ijright tlirone above

Cast down upon thy children

One only glance of love
;

And if a heart so tender

With pity flows not o'er,

Then tiu'ii away, ( ) Mother,
And look on us no more.

tuo celeste.

O Mary, dearest Mother,
If thou wouldst have us live.

Say that we are thy children.
And Jesus will forgive.

Our sins make us unworthy
That title still to bear.

But thou art still our Mother ;

Then show a Mother's care.

See how, ungrateful sinners,

We stand before thy Son ;

His loving heart upbraids us

The evil we have done.

But if thou wilt api)ease Him,
Speak for us but one word

;

For thus thou canst obtain us

The jiardon of our Lord.

Unfold to us thy mantle.
There stay we without feai- ;

What evil can befall us

If, Mother, thou art near \

O kindest, dearest Mother,

Thy sinful children save
;

Look down on us with pity,

Who thy protection crave.

[ST. ALI'HONSnS. TR. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.SS.K.]

N.B.—liepeat first four lines of Hymn after each verse,
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Pulchra tota sine nota.

HOLY Queen ! we bend before thee,

Queen of puritj' divine !

!Make us love thee, we implore thee,

Make us truly to be thine.

Thou by faith the gates unfolding
Of the kingdom in the skies,

Hast to us, by faith beholding,
Shown the land of Paradise.

Thou, when deepest night infernal

Had for ages shrouded man,
Oavest us that light eternal.

Promised since the world began.

God in thee hath showerVl plenty
On the hungry and the weak

;

Sending back the mighty empty,

Setting up on high the meek.

Thine the province to deliver

Souls that deep in liondage lie
;

Thine to crush, and crash for ever,

Life-destroving heresy.

Thine to'show that earthly pleasures.
All the world's enchanting Ijlooni,

Are outrivall'd by the treasures

Of the glorious world to come.

Teach, O teach us. Holy Mother !

How to conquer every sin ;

How to love and help each other
;

How the prize of life to win.

Thou, to whom a Child was given
Greater than the sons of men.

Coming down from highest Heaven
To create the world again.

Oh, liy that Almighty Maker,
^^^hom thyself a A'irgin bore !

Oh, by thy sui)reme Creator,

Link'd with thee for evermore !

By the hope thy name inspires :

By our doom reversed through thee !

Help us. Queen of Angel-choirs !

To a l>lest eternity !

[ST. CASIMIU. TU. HEV. K. VArGH.IN, C.SP.R.]
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SIXG,
sing, ye Angel Bands,

All beautiful and bright ;

For higher still and higher,

Through lields of .starry light,

Mary, your Queen, ascends,

Like the sweet moon at night.

On—through the countless stars

Proceeds the bright array ;

And Love Divine comes forth

To light her on her way,

Tlirough the short gloom of night
Into celestial day.

Oh, happy angels ! look.

How beautiful she is I

See I Jesus bears her up,

Her hand is locked in His ;

Oh, who can tell the height
Of that fair Mothers bliss ?

Hark ! hark I through highest Heaven
What sounds of mystic mirth !

!Mary by God proclaimed

Queen of Immaculate Birth,

And diademed with stars.

The lowliest of the earth !

And shall I lose thee then.

Lose my sweet right to thee \

Ah ! no—the angels' Queen
Man's Mother still will be,

And thou, upon thy throne,

Wilt keep thy love for me.

See ! .see I the Eternal Hands
Put on her radiant> crown.

And the sweet Majesty
Of ;Mercy sitteth down,

For ever and for ever.

On her j)redestined throne.

[REV. F. W. FAKKR]
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SING,
sing, ye Angel Bands,

All Ijenutitul and bright ;

For higher still and higher.

Through fields of starry light,

Mary, your Queen, ascends,
l^ike the sweet moon at night.

On—through the countless stars

Proceeds the bright array :

And Love Divine conies forth

To light her on her way.

Through the short gloom of night
Into celestial day.

Oh, happy angels ! look.

How beautiful she is !

See ! Jesus bears her up.
Her hand is locked in His ;

Oh., who can tell the height
Of that fair Mother's bliss %

Hark '. hark ! through higliest Heaven
What sounds of mystic mirth !

Mary by God proclaimed

Queen of Immaculate Birth,

And diademed with stars.

The lowliest of the earth !

And shall I lose thee then,

Lose my sweet right to thee ?

All ! no—the angels' Queen
Man's ^Mother still will be.

And thou, upon thy throne,
Wilt keep thy love for me.

See ! see ! the Eternal Hands
Put on her radiant crown.

And the sweet ^Majesty
Of Mercy sitteth down,

For ever and for ever,

On her predestined throne.

[REV. F. W. FABER)
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i\/^.-C— r/(Js is the original tune, of which a corrupt version is popularly sung to
"
Daily, daily, sing to Mary."

PUREST of creatures ! sweet Mother ! sweet :Maid

Tlie one spotless womb wherein Jesus Vv'as laid !

Dark night hath come clown on us, Mother ! and we
Look out for thy shining, sweet .Star of the Sea !

Deep night hath come down on this rough-spoken world,
And the banners of darkness are boldly unfurled :

vVnd the tempest-tost Church—all her eyes are on thee,

They look to thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea I

He gazed on thy soul ; it was spotiess and fair
;

Foi- the empire of sin—it had never been there
;

Noiii. had e'er owned thee, dear Mother, but He,
And He blessed thy clear shining, SAveet Star of the Sea !

Earth gave Him one lodging ;
'twas deep in thy breast,

And God found a home where the sinner finds rest
;

His home and His hiding-jjlace, Vioth were in tliee
;

He was won by thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea 1

Oh, blissfvd and calm was the wonderful rest

That thou gavest thy God in thy virginal breast ;

For the heaven He left He found heaven in thee,

And He shone in thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

IRKV. r. \V. FABF.n
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O PUREST of creatures ! sweet Mother ! sweet Maid I

The one spotless womb wherein Jesus was laid I

Dark night hath come down on us, ^lother I and we
Look out for thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Deep night hath come down on this rough-spoken world,
And the banners of darkness are boldly unfurled :

And the tempest-tost Church— all her eyes are on thee,

They look to thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

He gazed on thy soul : it was spotless and fair
;

For the empire of sin—it had never been there
;

None had e'er owned thee, dear Mother, but He,
And He blessed thy clear shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Earth gave Him one lodging ;
'twas deep in thy breast.

And God found a home where the sinner finds rest
;

His home and His hiding-i»lace, both were in thee ;

He was won by thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Oh, blissful and calm was the wonderful rest

That thou gavest thy God iu thy virginal breast ;

For the heaven He left He found heaven in thee.

And He shone in thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea I

[RF.V. F. W. lABF.nl

N.B.—Bepeat last line of each verse.
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TITAIL ^lary, Pearl of Grace,
-*—^ Pure flower of Adam's race,

And vessel rare of God's election
;

Unstained as virgin snoAv,

Serene as sunset glow—
We sinners crave tby sure protection.

A fairer, purer E\-g,

Didst thou her fall retrieve.

For man's debt giving God in payment :

Thy spotless feet are pressed

Upon the serpent's crest—
God's stars thy crown, His sun thy raiment.

Thou Queen of high estate,

Conceived immaculate
To form Incarnate Love's pure dwelling ;

The Spirit found His rest

Within thy sinless breast,
And thence flow joys beyond all telling.

Through His dear blood who died,

By sinners crucified.

Art thou preserved, and we forgiven,

Help us to conquer sin,

That we may enter in.

Through thee, the golden gate, to Heaven.

f
:>(>:*[ BKDE OAMM, O.S.B.]
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HAIL Mary, Pearl of Grace,

Pure flower of Adam's race,

And vessel rare of God's election
;

Unstained as virgin snow,
Serene as sunset glow—

We sinners crave thy sure protection.

A fairer, purer Eve,
Didst thou her fall retrieve,

For man's debt giving God in payment :

Thy spotless feet are pressed

Upon the serpent's crest—
God's stars thy crown, His sun thy raiment.

Thou Queen of high estate.

Conceived immaculate
To form Incarnate Love's pure dwelling ;

The Spirit found His rest

Within thy sinless breast,

And hence flow joys beyond all telling.

Through His dear blood who died.

By sinners crucified.

Art thou preserved, and we forgiven,

Help us to conquer sin,

That wc may enter in,

Through thee, the golden gate, to Heaven.

[DOM BKPK CAMM, O.S.B.I
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Sei pura sei pia.

O MOTHER blest, whom God bestows

On sinners and on just,

What joy, what hope thou givest those

Who in thy mercy trust !

Thou art clement, thou art chaste,

Mary, thou art fair
;

Of all mothers sweetest, best
;

None with thee compare.

O heavenly Mother, Mistress sweet!

It never yet was told

That suppliant sinner left thy feet

Unpitied, unconsoled.

Thou art clement, &c.

O Mother pitiful and mild,
Cease not to pray for me ;

For I do love thee as a child,

And sigh for love of thee.

Thou art clement, kc.

Most powerful Mother, all men know

Thy 8on denies thee nought ;

Thou askest, wishest it, and, lo !

His power thy will has wrought.
Thou art clement, &c.

O Mother blest, for me obtain,

Ungrateful though I be.

To love that God who first could deign
To show such love to me.

Thou art clement, ttc.

1st. ALPHONSl'S. TR. REV. E. V.WOHAS O.HS.R.J
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Ave maris stella.

Vespers, B.V.M.

HAIL,
thou resplendent star,

Which shinest o'er the main;
Blest Mother of our God,
And ever Virgin Queen.

Hail, happy gate of bliss.

Greeted by Gabriel's tongue j

Negotiate our peace,
And cancel Eva's wi-ong.

Loosen the sinner's bands.
All evils drive away ;

Bring light unto the blind,
And for all graces pray.

Exert the mother's care,
*

And thus thy children own :

To Him convey our prayer,
Who chose to be thy Son.

O pure, O spotless Maid,
Whose meekness all surpass'd,

Our lusts and passions quell.

And make us mild and chaste.

Preserve us pure and chaste.

Through life our safety be.

Till Jesu's sight be given,

And endless bliss with thee.

Praise to the Father be,

With Christ His only Son,
And to the Holy Ghost,

Thrice blessed Three in One.

(ANON : IN " A SELKCTION OK CATHOLIC nVMNS," GLASGOW, 1867]
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XT AIL. thou tStai- of ocean 1 Show thyself a Mother
;

-L-L Portal of the sky ! Olier Him our sighs,
Ever Virgin Mother Who for us Incarnate
Of the Lord most High 1 Did not thee despise.

Oh ! by Gabriel's Ave, ,j. . ,, ,, ,.. .

Utter'd long ago,
Virgin ol all Virgins I

Eva's name reversing, ^
-^^
/hy

shelter take us
;

Stablish peace Ijelow.
Gentlest of the gentle !

Chaste and gentle make us.

Break the captive's fetters ; Still as on we journey,

Light on blindness pour ; Help our weak endeavour
;

All our ills ex])elling, Jill with thee and Jesus

Every bliss implore. We rejoice for ever.

Through the highest Heaven,
To the Almighty Three,

Father, Son, and Sjjirit,

One same glory be.

[TR. KKV. E. CASWAia]

( l-'l )



THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

110 (SKcOiXD Tune.)
| ,

-«S>

-Gt QQ

-«s>—P—«s—f^-^-P,MF--^

^:^t>:^

-O'—«s»-

^t I 1
i ^-

--H^-

.<«5J. _g^-
-^- W

—H'5>H
"-

GfL .!:^.

-—O-
P

Ci_^.

=z:fcMnz:E

Ave maris stella.

Vespers, B.V.M.

HAIL,
thou Star of ocean 1

Portal of the sky !

Ever Virgin ISIother

Of the Lord most High t

Oh ! by Gabriel's Ave,

Utter'd long ago,

Eva's name reversing,

Btablish peace below.

Break the captive's fetters ;

Light on blindness pour ;

All our ills expelling,

Every bliss implore.

Show thyself a Mother ;

Offer Him our sighs,

Who for us Incarnate

Did not thee despise.

Virgin of all Mrgins !

To thy shelter take us
;

Gentlest of the gentle !

Chaste and gentle make us.

Still as on we journey,

Hel}) our weak endeavour ;

Till with thee and Jesus

We rejoice for ever.

Through the highest Heaven,

To the Almighty Three,

Pather, Son, and Spirit,

One same glory be.

ITR. RF.V. K. OASWALL]
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O gloriosa virginum.

Lauds, RV.M.

O GLORIOUS ^faid, enthroned on liijili, Tlie Great King's Gate art thou, and bright
Above the lights that deck the sky I Abode of everlasting Light :

O Maid, at whoso maternal l)reast Ye ransomed nations, hail to Heaven

Thy infant Maker fed, caressed. Our Life-Spring througli a A'irgin given.

Thy Blessed Seed restores us all

We lost by Eve's unhappy fall.

And bids tlie gates of Heaven again
Eeceive the weeping souls of men.

To God the Father, God the Son,
Of Mary born, be homage done

;

The like to God the Sjnrit be
;

Eternal Godhead, One in Three.

ITlt. KKV. KltANi^IM TRAPl'ES]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

I'LL
sing a hymn to ^lary,

The Mother of my God,
The Virgin of aU virgins,

Of David's royal blood.

O teach me, holy Mary,
A loving song to frame,

When wicked men blasjiheme thee,

To love and bless thy name.

When troubles dark affiict me.
In sorrow and in care.

Thy light doth ever guide me,
O beauteous Morning Star.

So I'll be ever ready,

Thy goodly help to claim,
When Avicked men blaspheme thee,
To love and bless thy name.

O Lily of the Valley,
O Mystic Rose, what tree,'

Or flower, e'en the fairest.

Is half so fair as thee 1

O let me, though so lowly.
Recite my Mother's fame

;

^\llen wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.'

The Saints are high in glory,

With golden crowns so bright ;

But brighter far is ^lary,

\J\)on her throne of light.

Oh, that which God did give thee,

Let mortal ne'er disclaim
;

When wicked men blaspheme thee,

I'll love and bless thy name

noble Tower of David,
Of gold and ivory,

The Ark of God's own promise,
The gate of Heav'n to me.

To live and not to love thee

Would fill my soul with shame ;

When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

But in the crown of Mary
There lies a wondrous gem,

As Queen of all the Angels,
Which Mary shares with them.

" No sin hath e'er defiled thee,"

So doth our faith proclaim ;

When wicked men blaspheme thee,

I'll love and bless thy name.

And now, O Virgin !Mary,

My Mother and my Queen,
I've sung thy piaise

—so bless me,
And keep my heart from sin.

When others jeer and mock thee,

I'll often think how T,

To shield my ^Mother Mary,
Would lay me down and die.

|i;KV. FK. WYSK]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

I 'LL sing a hymn to Mary,
The Mntlier of my God,

The Virgin of all virgins,

Of David's royal blood.

O teach me, holy Mary,
A loving song to frame.

When wifked men blasjiheme thee,

To love and bless thy name.

When troubles dark afflict me,
In sorrow and in care.

Thy light doth ever guide me,
O beauteous Morning Star.

So I'll be ever ready,

Thy goodly help to claim,
When wicked men blaspheme thee,

I'll love and bless thy name.

O Lily of the Valley,
O Mystic Rose, what tree,

Or flowei", e'en the fairest.

Is half so fair as thee 1

O let me, though so lowlv.

Uecite my Mother's fame ;

When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

The Saints are high in glory.
With golden crowns so bright ;

But brighter far is ^lary,'

Upon her throne of light.

Oh, that which God did give thee,
Let mortal n'er disclaim ;

When wicked men blaspheme thee,

I'll love and bless thy name.

O noble Tower of David,
Of gold and ivory,

The Ark f>f God's own promise,
The gate of Heav'n to me.

To live and not to love thee

Would fill my soul with shame ;

When wicked men l)laspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

But in the crown of Mary
There lies a wondrous gem.

As Queen of all the Angels,
Which Mary shares with them.

" No sin hath e'er defiled thee,"

So doth our faith proclaim :

When wicked men blasjjhemc thee,

I'll love and bless thy name.

And now, O Virgin Mary,
]My ^lother and my Queen,

I've sung thy |)raise^
—so bless me,

And keep my heart from sin.

When others jeer and mock thee,

I'll often think how T,

To s-hield my Mother Mary,
Would lay me down and die.

|1!F.V. Ki:. WYSF.l
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Quem terra, pontus, sidera.

Matins, B.Y.M.

THE Lord whom'earth, and air, and sea,

With one adoring voice resound
;

^\^l0 rules them all in majesty ;

In ISIary's heart a cloister found.

O ^Mother blest ! to whoni was given
Within thy compass to contain

The Architect of earth and Heaven,
Whose hands the universe sustain :

Lo ! in a humble Virgin's Avomb,

O'ershadowed by Almighty power ;

He whom the stars, and sun, and moon.
Each serve in their appointed hour.

To thee Avas sent an Angel doAAni :

In thee the Spirit was enshrined :

From thee came forth that Mighty One,
The long-desired of all mankind.

O Jesu ! born of Virgin bright,
Immortal glory be to Thee :

Praise to the Father infinite.

And Holy Ghost eternally.

(TR. REV. E. TASWAIiL]
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Quis te canat mortaliuin ?

The Annunciatiox.

WHAT mortal tongiie can sing thy
Dear Mother of the Lord ? [praise,

To Angels only it belongs

Thy glory to record.

"Who born of man can penetrate

Thy soul's majestic shrine ?

Who can thy mighty gifts unfold,

Or rightly them divine ?

Say, Virgin, what sweet force was that,

Which from the Father's breast

Drew forth His co-eternal Son,
To be thy bosom's guest X

'Twas not thy guileless faith alone,
That lifted thee so high ;

'Twas not thy pure seraphic love,

Or peerless chastity :

But, oil I it was thy lowliness,
Well pleasing to the Lord,

That made thee worthy to become
The Mother of the Word.

Oh, Loftiest I

—whose humility
So sweet it Avas to sec !

That God, forgetful of Himself,
Abased Himself to thee !

Praise to the Father, with the Son,
And Holy Ghos*, through whom

The Word eternal was conceived

Within the Virgin's womb.
(TR. RKV. E. OASWAI.Ll
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Quo sanctus ardor te rapit.

The Yisitatiox.

WHITHER thus, in holy rapture,

Pioyal maiden, art thou bent 1

Why so tleetly art thou speeding

Up the mountain's rough ascent ?

Blessed Mothers ! joyful meeting ?

Thou in her, the hand of God,
She in thee, with lips inspired.
Owns the ^Mother of her Lord.

Filld with the eternal Godhead !

Glowing with the Spirit's flame !

Love it is that l)ears thee onward,
And supports thy tender frame.

As the sun his face concealing.
In a cloud withdraws from sight,

So in Mary then lay hidden

He who is the world's true light.

Lo ! thine aged cousin claims thee,
Claims thy sympathy and care ;

God her shame from her hath taken ;

He hath heard her fervent prayer.

Honour, glory, virtue, merit.
Be to Thee, O Virgin's Son !

With the Father and the Spirit,

^^'hile eternal ages run.

(TR. REV. K. CASWALL)
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TempH sacratas pande.

The Purification.

OSIOX
I open wide thy gates,

Let figures disappear ;

A Priest and "\'ictim both in one,
The Truth Himself is here.

The hoary Simeon sees at last

His Lord so long desired,

And hails, with Anna, Lsraels hojie
With sudden rapture fired.

Xo more the simple flock shall bleed—
Behold the Father's Son

Himself to His own iVltar comes
For sinners to atone.

But silent knelt the Mother blest

Of the yet silent Word :

And ])nndering all things in her heart.

With speechless praise adored.

Conscious of hidden Deity,
The lowly Virgin brings

' Her new-born Babe with two young doves,
Her tender rtftei-ings.

( i«i )

Praise to the Father with the Son,
And Holy Spirit be ;

Praise to the blessed Three in One,

Through all eternity.

[TR. IIF.V. v.. rASWAI.I.]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

O vos aetherei plaudite cives.

The Assumption.

T^EJOICE, O ye Spirits and Angels on high !

-*- ^ This day the pure Mother of love

By death was set free ; and ascending the sky,
Was welcomed by Jesus, with triumph and joy,

To the Courts of His glory above.

O Virgin divine ! what treasures are thine !

What power and splendour untold !

With tiesh thou hadst clothed the Lord of all might
He clothes thee in turn with His infinite light,

And a vesture of radiant gold.

He, who on thy breast found nurture and rest.

Is now thy ineffable Food
;

And He, who from thee in the flesh lay conceal'd,
Now gives thee, beholding His glory reveal'd,

To drink from the fulness of God.

Through thy Virginal womb what graces have come !

What glories encompass thy throne !

Where next to thy Son, thou sittest a Queen,
Exalted on high, above Angels and men !

Inferior to Godhead alone !

Then hear us, we pray, on this blessed day ;

Remember we also are thine ;

And deign for thy children with .Jesus to pkad,
That He may forgive us, and grant us in need
His strength and protection divine.

All praise to the Father, who chose for His Son
A mother, the daughter of Eve

;

All praise to the glorious Child of hei' womb
;

All praise to the intinite Sjjirit, by whom
Her glory it was to conceive I

|Tn. KEV. K. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

/^KEEN are the leaves, and sweet the flowers,^^ And ric-li tlie hues of May ;

We see them in the gardens round,
And market-panniers gay :

And e'en among our streets, and lanes,
And alleys, -we descry,

By fitful gleams, the fair sruishine.
The blue transparent sky.

O Mother maid, he thou our aid,
Now in the opening year ;

Lest sights of earth to sin give l)irth

And bring the tempter near.

Green_
is the grass, ],ut wait awhile,

'Twill grow and then will wither
;

The flow'rets, brightly as they smile.
Shall perish altogether :

The merry sun, you sure would say.
It ne'er could set in gloom ;

But earth's best joys have all an end,
And sin, a heavy doom.

But Mother maid, thou dost not fade
;

With stars above thy brow,
And the pale moon beneath thy feet,
For ever throned art thou.

The green, gi-een grass, the glittering grove,
The heaven's majestic dome,

They image forth a tenderer bowt'r,A more refulgent home ;

They tell us of that Paradise
Of everlasting rest,

And that high tree, all flowers and fruit,
The sweetest, yet the best.

O :Mary, pure and beautiful,
Thou art the Queen of May :

Our garlands wear about thy hair,
And they will ne'er decay.

|iAUl>l.NAL NEWJIAXJ
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THIS
is the image of the Queen

Who reigns in bliss above
;

Of her who is the hope of men,
Whom men and angels love I

Most holy Mary ! at thy feet

I bend a su^jpliant knee
;

In this thy own sweet month of May,
Dear ^Mother of my God, I pray,
Do thou remember me I

The liomage offered at the feet

Of Mary's image here

To Mary's self at once ascends

Above the starry sphere.
Most holy ]\lary ! at thy feet

I bend a suppliant knee
;

In all my joy, in all my pain,

O Virgin born without a stain,

Do thou remember me I

How fair soever be the form
Which here your eyes behold.

Its beauty is l)y Mary's self

Excell'd a thousandf(jld.

Most holy !Mary I at thy feet

I bend a su])i)liant knee
;

In my temptations each and all.

From Eve derived in Adam's lull

Do thou remember me !

Sweet are the flow'rets we have cuU'd,
This image to adorn

;

But sweeter far is Mary's self.

That rose without a thorn !

Most holy ^lary ! at thy feet

I bend a suppliant knee :

When on the bed of death I lie.

By Him who did for sinners die,

Do thou remend)er me.

O Lady, by the stai'S that make
A glory round thy head ;

And by thy pure uplifted hands,
That for thy children ])lead ;

O Lady, by that face divine

Which angels joy to see ;

And by the deadly serpent's might,
Subdued and crush'd by thee

;

And by thy robe of mystic hue,
jSIore azure than the skies :

And by those lips suffused with grace ;

And by those pitying eyes ;

And by tliose freshly-gather'd flowers

Here offered at thy feet
;

And by thy i)rayers that evermore
Ascend as incense sweet

;

—
When at the Judgment-seat I stand,
And my dread Saviour see

;

When waves of night around me roll

And Hell is raging for my soul
;

Oil, then, remember me !

[KEV. E. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Lasciate O Vergine.

TOY
of my heart

To thee thine

oh let me pay
own sweet month of

I\[aiy ! one gift I beg of thee, [May.

;My soul from sin and soiTow free.

Direct my wandering feet aright,

And Ije thyself mine own true light.

Be love of thee the purging tire,

To cleanse for God my heart's de-sire.

We love thee, light of sinners' eyes !

Oh, let thy prayer for sinners ri.se.

Look at us, Mother ^Mary ! see

How piteously we look to thee.

I am thy slave, nor would I be

For worlds from this sweet liondage free.

O Jesus, Joseph, Mary, deign

My soul in heavenly ways to train.

Mother I be love of thee a ray
From Heaven, to shov.- the heavenward way.

^lary, make haste thy child to win

From sin, and from the love of sin.

^lother of God ! let my poor love

A mother's prayers and pity move.

O Mary, when I come to die.

Be thou, thy spouse, and Jesus nigh.

Sweet stewardess of God, thy prayers
We Ijeg, who are God's ransomed heirs.

O Virgin-born ! O Flesh Divine !

Cleanse us, and make us wholly Thine.

]\lary, dear Mistress of my heart.

What thou wouldst have me do, impart.

Thou, who wert pure as driven snow,
Make me as thou wert here below'.

When mute before the Judge I stand,

My holy shield be Clary's hand.

O Mary 1 let no child of thine

In hell's eternal exile pine.

If time for penance still be mine.

Mother, the precious gift is thine.

Thou, ^lary, art my hope and life,

The starlight of this earthly strife.

O Queen of Heaven ! obtain for me
Thy glory there one day to see.

Oh, then and there, on that bright day,
To me thy womb's chaste Fruit display.

Mother of God ! to me no less

Vouchsafe a mother's sweet caress.

P>e love of thee, my whole life long,

A seal upon my wayward tongue.

Oh, for my own and others' sin Write on

Do tliou, who canst, free pard(jn win. The live

To sinners all, to me the chief. Oh give

Send, Mother, send thy kind relief. Beneath

T(j thee our love and troth are given : One nK>r

Pray for us, pray, bright Gate of Heaven. With lov

Sweet Day-Star ! let thy beauty be Moic let

A light to draw my soul to thee. Till lo\ e

b

my heart's most secret core

dear Wounds that Jesus bore,

me tears to shed with thee

the cross on Calvary,
c request, and I have done

;

—
e of thee and thy dear Son,
me burn, and more each day,
of .self is burned away.

IREV. A. MUZZAKELLIJ
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O'I H, vision bright !

The land of light

Beams goldenly beyond the sky !

'Mid heavenly hres,

'Bove angel-choirs,

ilary, our ^Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !

Angels' delight !

The ^Mother sits with Jesus nigh :

Her form He liears.

Her look He wears
;

Mary, our ^lother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !

The Father's might
All round His daughter's throne do

"Where, in the balm
Of endless calm,

]\Iary, our ^lother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !

Life's darkest night

th li'.
• Is fair as dawn when thou art nigh ;

Where, 'mid the throng
Of psalm and song,

Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !

The eternal light
Of the dear Son may we descry ;

Where, brighter far

Than moon or star,

Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !

Oh, land of light !

Thou art our home beyond the sky :

'Tis grand to see

How gloriously

]\Iary, our Mother, reigns on high.
IRF.V. K. W. FARF.Kl
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.
122

=]: =^:

FJ
7^ ?=>-?=?-

-<Si- :^:^V:^-^z --^-- r:?zL

W^ ^32^^
iizzs2zz:c^q

=1

—n-r—^-|^^r

-^',2:^=:

J r
^1-

-^- I^S -?2=:

=1q

WE^^^^E^.
1 J J

':ic^;^=;:^:
-s"—^-

:2i: 12^:

^-'

:.^l^- -^g^- ^' g^'- -^-
-^- . -^^-*^-_^Cj-

OH ! balmy and l)right as moonlit night,
Is the love of our Blessed Mother

;

It lies like a l)eam

Over life's cold stream,
And life knows not such another,

Oh, life knows not such another !

The month of May with a grace a day
Shines Ijright with our Blessed ^iother

;

The angels on high
In the glorious sky.

Oh, they know not such another.

The angels' Queen, the beautiful Queen,
Is the sinner's patient Mother

;

With pardon and peace
And the soul's release,

Where shall we find such another ?

Where shall we find such an(jther %

O Mary's Heart, the Immaculate Heart,
The Heart of the Saviour's Mother !

All Heaven shows bright
In its clear, sweet light,

God hath not made such another,
God hath not made such another !Nay, they know not such another !

But Mary's love, her ])lentiful love,

Lives not in an earthly mother I

'Twill show us at last,

When the strife is i)ast.

Our merciful God as our Brother,
Our merciful God as our lirother !

(UEV. F. W. FABER]
(171 )
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

O FLOWER of Grace ! divinest Flower !

God's light thy life, God's love thy dower !

That all alone with virgin ray
Dost make in Heaven eternal May ;

Sweet falls the ])eerless dignity
Of God's eternal choice on thee !

Mother dearest ! Mother fairest !

JNlaiden purest ! ]\laiden rarest !

Help of earth and joy of Heaven !

Love and ])raise to thee be given.
Blissful .Mother ! Blissful Maiden !

Choice Flower ! that l)loomest on the breast

Of Jesus, which is now thy rest,

As thine was once the chosen bed
Of His dear Heart and sacred Head :

O ]\Iary ! sweet it is to see

Thy Son's creation graced l^y thee !

Mother dearest ! Mother fairest ! Ac,

O queenly Flower ! enthroned above.
The trophy of Almighty love !

Ah me ! how He hath hung thee round
With all love-tokens that abound,
With God's own light, beyond the reach

Of angel song or moi-tal s]»eech !

Mother dearest ! ^lotlier fairest ! Lc.

O Flower of God ! divinest Flower !

Elected frrim His inmost liower !

Where angels come not, there art thou
;

A crown of glory on thy lirow !

While far below, all l)right and brave,
Their gleamy ])ahns the ransomed wave,

^bither dearest ! Mother fairest ! Szc.

Yet thou didst l>loom on eai'th at first,

In meekness proved, in sorrow nursed
;

And Heaven must own its delit to earth,
Sweet flower ! for thy sur))assing worth

;

And angels, for their Queen's dear sake,
Oui' road to tJiee nun'c smootli shall make.
Mother dearest ! Mother fairest I A:c.

O Mary ! when we think oi' thee,
Our hearts grow light as light can be ;

For thou hast felt as we ha\-e felt.

And lliou hast knelt as we have knelt ;

And so it is,
—that utterly.

Mother of God ! we trust in thee !

Mother dearest ! Mother fairest I Arc.

IKEV. F. W. lAHEK]
( J 7;! )
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MARY ! dearest Mother !

From thy heavenly height
Look on us, thy children.

Lost in earth's dark night.

Mother of our Saviour,

Joy of God above !

Jesus bade thee keep us

In His fear and love.

Mary ! purest creature !

Keep us all from sin
;

Help us, erring mortals.
Peace in Heaven to win.

Mary ! Spouse and servant

Of the Holy Ghost !

Keep for Him His creatures

Who would else be lost.

Mary ! Queen and Mother !

Get us still more grace.
With still greater fervour

Now to run our race.

Holy Queen of angels !

Bid thine angels come
To escort us safely

To our heavenly home.

Daughter of the Father !

Lady kind and sweet I

Lead us to our Father,

Leave us at His Feet.

Bid the saints in Heaven

Pray for us their prayers ;

They are thine, dear Mother !

That t}iou may'st be theirs.

[REV. F. \V. FABKR]
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MOTHER ^lary ! at thine altar

We thy little daughters kneel

With a faith that cannot falter,

To thy goodness we appeal.
We are seeking for a mother

O'er the earth so waste and wide,

And from off His cross our Brother

Points to Mary by' His side.

We have seen thy picture often

With thy little Babe in arms.
And it ever seemed to soften

All our sorrows with its charms
;

So we want thee for our Mother,
In thy gentle arms to rest,

And to share with Him our Brother

That sweet pillow on thy breast.

We have none but thee to love us

With a Mother's fondling care
;

And our Father, God above us, ,

Bids us fly for refuge there.

All the world is dark before us,

We must out into its strife
\

If thy fondness watch not o'er us.

Oh how sad will be our life !

So we take thee for our Mother,
And we claim our right to be.

By the gift of our dear Brother,

Babes and daughters unto thee
;

And the orphan's consecration

Thou wilt surely not despise,

From thy bright and lofty station

Close to Jesus in the skies.

Mother Mary ! to thy keeping
Soul and body we confide,

Toiling, resting, waking, sleeping,

To be ever at thy side
;

Cares that vex us, joys that please us,

Life and death we trust to thee
;

Thou must make them all for Jesus,
And for all eternity !

[REV. K. W. FABEK]
( 175 )
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

AVE jNIaria ! O Maiden, O Mother,

Fondly thy chikh-en are calling on thee,

Thine are the graces unclaimed by another,
Sinless and beautiful Star of the Sea !

Mater Amabilis, ora pro nol;)is !

Pray for thy children who call upon thee ;

Ave Sanctissima ! Ave purissinia !

Sinless and beautiful. Star of the Sea.

Ave ]\Iaria ! the night shades are falling,

Softly our voices arise unto thee,

Earth's lonely exiles for succour are calling,

Sinless and beautiful. Star of the Sea !

Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis ! etc.

Ave Maria ! thy children are kneeling.
Words of endearment are nuirmured to thee

;

Softly thy spirit upon us is stealing,
Sinless and l)eautiful, Star of the Sea.

Mater Ama))ili.s, ora pro nobis ! itc.

Ave Maria ! thou portal of Heaven,
Harbour of refuge, to thee do we flee

;

Lost in the darkness, by stormy winds driven.
Shine on our pathway, fair Star of the Sea I

Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis ! itc.

( 177)
[SISTKU M.]
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126 (Second Tune.)
To be sung in unison.
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I

AVE Maria ! O Maiden, O Mother,

Fondly thy children are calling on thee,

Thine are the gi-aces unclaimed by another.

Sinless and beautiful Star of the Sea !

Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis ?

Pray for thy children who call U]h)h thee
;

Ave Sanctissima I Ave purissinia !

Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea.

Ave ^laria ! the night shades are falling,

Softly our voices arise unto thee,

Earth's lonely exiles for succour are calling,

Sinless and beautiful. Star of the Sea !

Mater Amabilis, oia pro nobis ! l^c.

Ave Maria I thy children are kneeling.

Words of endearment are murmured to thoo ;

Softly thy sj)irit upon us is stealing,

Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea.

Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis ! etc.

Ave Maria ! thou portal of Heaven,
Harbour of refuge, to thee do we flee :

Lost in the darkness, by stormy winds driven,
Shine on our pathway, fair Star of the Sea !

Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis !

( i-'J )
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O:\rOTHER
! will it always be,

That every passing year
Shall make thee seem more beautiful,

Shall make thee grow more dear %

O Mother ! thou art like the life

The blessed lead above,

Unchangeable, yet growing still

In glory and in love.

And art thou really infinite,

That thou shouldst thus unfold

Fresh glories every feast that comes,
New grandeurs j^et untold 1

We knew thee to be free from stain

As is the sun's white beam
;

We knew God's Mother must be great
Abo%e what we could dream.

Thou art, and yet art not, the same
;

Old things pass not away ;

Yet thou to-morrow wilt be more
Than the ^lary of to-day.

How close to God, how full of God,
Dear ^[other, must thou lie !

For still the more we know of God,
The more we think of thee.

Yet now it seems we knew thee not ;

Each feast-day we begin
To know thee in a truer way,
And truer love to win.

This is thy gift
—oh give it us I—

To make God better known :

Ah Mother ! make Him in our heart?:

More grand and more alone.

[HF.V. F. W. PABEU]
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O TENDER Mother, Virgin fair,

As none appeal in vain to thee,
With contrite lieart in humble prayer

Let this our homage grateful be.

Let this our homage grateful be.

tendre M6re.

For, when through years gone by we look,

And ponder deeds of mercy o'er,

We find inscribed in mem'ry's book

Of thy dear gifts a boundless stoi"e.

Let this our homage grateful be.

Oh, let no cloud this glory veil.

On which with beaming joy we gaze,
As then, may now our prayer avail.

Accept, oil, still accept our praise,*

Let this our homage grateful be.

*
'N.B,— r/iis line is repeated in tlie origiiial. It is inadvisable to sivg it so.
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Memorare.

EEMEMBER, holy Mary,
'Twas never heard or known

That any one \\lio sought thee

And made to thee his moan—
That any one who hastened

For shelter to thy care

Was ever yet abandoned
And left to his despair.

And so to thee, my Mother,
With filial faith I call,

For Jesus dying gave thee

As Mother to us all.

To thee, O Queen of virgins,

O Mother meek, to thee

I I'un with trustful fondness,

Like child to mother's knee.

See at thy feet a sinner,

Groaning and Aveeping sore—
Ah ! throw thy mantle o'er me,
And let me stray no more.

Thy Son has died to save me,
And from His throne on high

His Heart this moment yearneth
For even such as I.

All, all His love remember,
And, oh ! remember too

How prompt I am to pur]>ose.

How slow and frail to do.

Yet scorn not my petitions.
But patiently give ear,

And help me, O my Mother,
Most loving and most dear.

[ST. BERNARD. TK. REV. M. RUSSELL, S.J.]
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ALL SAINTS.

Placare, Christe, servulis.

Vespers.

O CHRIST, Thy guilty people spare !

Lo, kneeling at Thy gracious throne,

Thy Virgin Mother pours her prayer,

Imploring pardon for her own.

Ye Angels, happy evermore I

Who in your circles nine ascend.
As ye have guarded us before,

So still from harm our steps defend.

Ye Prophets, and Apostles high !

Behold our penitential tears
;

And plead for us when death is nigh.
And our all -searching Judge appears.

Ye Martyrs all ! a purple band.
And Confessors, a white-robed train

;

Oh, call us to our native land.

From this our exile, back again.

And ye, O choirs of Virgins chaste !

Receive us to your seats on high ;

With Hermits whom the desert waste

Sent up of old into the sky.

Drive from the flock, O Spirits blest !

The false and faithless race aA\ay ;

That all within one fold may rest,

Secure beneath one shepherds sway.

To Ciod the Father glory be.

And to His sole-begotten Son
;

And glory, Holy Ghost, to Thee,
While everlasting ages run.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALIi]
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Salutis aeternae dator.

Lauds.

GIVER
of life, eternal Lord !

Thy own redeenid defend ;

Mother of Grace I thy children save,

And help them to the end.

Army of Martyrs ! holy Priests

In beautiful array 1

Ye haj)i)y troops of A'irgins chaste !

Wash all our stains away.

Ye thousand thousand Angel Hosts !

Assist us in our need
;

Ye Patriarchs ! with the Prophet Choir
For our forgiveness plead.

All ye who high above the stars

In heavenly glory reign !

I\Iay we through your prevailing prayers
Unto your joys attain.

Forerunner blest ! and thou who still

Dost Heaven's dread keys retain I

Ye glorious Apostles all !

Unloose our guilty chain.

Praise, honour, to the Father be.

Praise to His only Son
;

Praise, Holy Paraclete, to Thee,
While endless ages run.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALLJ
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ALL SOULS.

HELP, Lord, the souls which Thou hast

The souls to Thee so dear, [made,
In prison for the debt unpaid
Of sins committed here.

Help, Lord, the sovds which Thou hast

The souls to Thee so dear, [made,
In prison for the debt unpaid
Of sins committed here.

Those holy souls, they suflfer on,

Resign'd in heart and will,

Until Thy high behest is done,

;^
And justice has its fill.

For daily falls, for pardon'd crime.

They joy to undergo
The shadoAv of Thy cross sublime.

The remnant of Thy woe.

Oh, by their patience of delay.
Their hope amid their pain.

Their sacred zeal to burn away
Disfigurement and stain ;

Oh, by their fire of love, not less

In keenness than the flame
;

Oh, by their very helplessness.

Oh, by Thy own great Xame ;

Good .Jesu, help I sweet Jesu, aid

The souls to Thee most dear,

In prison for the debt unpaid
Of sins committed here.

[CARDINAL NEWMASl
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to Jesus, Mother: turn,

And call Him by His tenclerest

Pray for the Holy Souls that burn [names ;

This hour amid the cleansing tiames.

Ah ! they have fought a gallant fight :

In death's cold arms they i)ersevered ;

And after life's uncheery night,

The arbour of their rest is neared.

In jjains beyond all earthly pjains.

Favourites of Jesus ! there they lie

Letting the fire wear out their stains

And worshipping God's purity.

(Spouses of Christ they are, for He
Was wedded to them by His Blood

;

And angels o'er their destiny
In wondering adoration brood.

They are the children of thy tears :

Then hasten, Mother, to their aid ;

In pity think each hour appears
An age while glory is delayed.

Ah me ! the love of Jesus yearns
O'er the abyss of sacred pain.

And, as He looks. His bosom burns

With Calvary's dear thirst again.

O Mary ;
let thy Son no more

His lingering Spouses thus expect
God's children to their God restore,

And to the Spirit His elect

[REV. F. W. FABEK]
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ALL SOULS.

De profundis.

r\UT of the depths to Thee, O Lord, I cry,^^ Lord ! gracious turn Thine ear to suppliant sigh ;

If sins of man Thou scannest, who may stand
That searching eye of Thine, and chastening hand 1

Oh, hear our prayers and sighs, Redeemer ))lest,

And grant Thy holy souls eternal rest.

And let perpetual light upon them shine
;

For though not spotless, still these souls are Thine.

To be appeased in WTath, dear Lord, is Thine
;

Thou mercy with Thy justice canst combine
;

Thy blood our countless stains can wash away :

This is Thy law, our hope and steadfast stay.

Oh, hear our prayers, &c.

Pledged is Thy word ! however foul the sin,

Eepentant sinner shall his pardon win
;

Our souls shall ever hope, then, Lord, in Thee,
And ne'er despair, though great our crimes may be.

Oh, hear our prayers, <fec.

There is no moment of the night or day,
Where sinner contrite may not trustful say,
There is forgiveness I so let Israel sing
An endless song of hope to Israel's King.

Oh, hear our prayers, &c.

For mercy dAvells entlironed with God on high,
And spurns not suppliant tear or humble cry ;

So countless are the treasures of Hio store.

He can a thousand worlds redeem, and more.

Oh, hear our prayers, &c.

This God Himself shall come from Heaven above.
The Christ I the God of mercy and of love !

He comes—He comes ! the God Incarnate He !

And by His glorious death makes all men free I

Oh, hear our j^rayers, &c.
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THE CHURCH.

WHO is she that stands triumphant,
Rock in strength, upon the Rock,

Like some city crowned with turrets,

Braving storm and earthquake shock 1

Who i.s she her arms extending,

Blessing thus a world restored :

All the anthems of creation

Lifting to creation's Lord ?

Hers the kingdom, hers the sceptre ;

Fall, ye nations, at her feet ;

Hers that Truth whose fruit is Freedom

Light her yoke, her bui'den sweet.

As the moon its splendour borrows
From a sun unseen all night,

So from Christ, the Sun of Justice,
Evermore she draws her light.

Touch'd liy His, her hands have healing,
Bread of Life, absolving Key :

Christ Incarnate is her Bridegroom,
God is hers. His temple she.

Hers tl>e kingdom, itc.

Empires rise and sink like billows.

Vanish, and a-re seen no more ;

Glorious as the star of morning
She o'erlooks the wild u]M-oar.

Hers the Household all-embracing :

Hers the Vine that shadows earth :

Blest thy children, mighty mother
;

Safe the stranger at thy hearth.

Hers the kingdom, &c.

[AUBREY DE VERB]
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THE CHURCH.

r\ LORD ! behold the suppliant band,^^ That kneels before Thy throne
;

Come back, come back, unto the land
That once was all Thine own.

By all Thy toil, by all Thy pain,

By every sigh and tear.
We pray Thee, let not Satan gain
The souls that cost so dear.

Bemember, Lord, Thy mercies old,

Thy grace so freely given,
\Mien nations thronged into Thy fold

Intent on gaining heaven.

Bemember how our Lady's Dower,
Was England's glorious name,

Oh, bid her show her former power,
Her ancient right reclaim.

Oh, for the sake of saints who prayed
At altars now laid low,

For deeds of shame, for faith betrayed,

Thy vengeance, Lord, forego.

And for the sake of those who stood
Amid the nation's fall,

Who kept their faith and shed their blof)d.
Have mercy now on all.

[RKV. T. E. BRIDGET!, C.SS.R.]
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~D LEST is the Faith, clivine and strong,
-L^ Of thanks and praise an endless fountain,
Whose life is one perpetual song,

High up the Saviour's holy mountain.

Oh, Sion's songs are sweet to sing,

"With melodies of gladness laden ;

Hark ! how the harps of angels ring.

Hail, Son of Man ! Hail, ^lother-Maiden !

Blest is the Hope that holds to God
In doubt and darkness still unshaken.

And sings along the heavenly road,
Sweetest when most it seems forsaken.

Oh, Sion's songs are sweet to sing.

With melodies of gladness laden
;

Hark ! how the harps of angels ring.

Hail, Son of Man ! Hail, Mother-Maiden !

Blest is the Love that cannot love

Aught that earth gives of best and brightest ;

Whose rajitures thrill like saints' above.
Most when its earthly gifts are lightest.

Oh, Sion's songs are sweet to sing.

With melodies of gladness laden ;

Hark ! how the harps of angels ring,

Hail, Son of Man ! Hail, Mother-Maiden !

[REV. F. W. FABEU]

JiJ.B,—Repeat last line of each verse.
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138 (First Tune.)

THE CHURCH.
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FAITH
of our Fathers ! living still

In spite of dungeon, fire, and sword :

Oh, how our hearts beat high with joy
Whene'er we hear that glorious word.

Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

Our Fathers, chained in prisons dark,

Were still in heart and conscience free :

How sweet would be their children's fate,

If they, like them, could die for thee 1

Faith of our Fathers I Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

Faith of our Fathers ! Mary's prayers
Shall win our country back to thee

;

And through the truth that comes from

England shall then indeed be free. [God
Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

Faith of our Fathers ! we will love

Both friend and foe in all our strife :

And preach thee too, as love knows how

By kindly words and virtuous life :

Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

N.B.—Repeat last liru of words.
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Unison. Harmony.

"PAITH of our Fathers ! living still

-I- In spite of dungeon, fire, and sword

Oh, how our hearts beat high with joy
AMiene'er we hear that glorious word.

Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

Faith of our Fathers ! Mary's prayers
Shall win our country back to thee ;

And through the truth that comes from

England shall then indeed be free. [God
Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

Our Fathers, chained in prisons dark.

Were still in heart and conscience free :

How sweet would be their children's fate,

If they, like them, could die lor thee I

Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

Faith of our Father.s ! we will love

Both friend and foe in all our strife :

And preach thee too, as love knows how

By kindly Avords and virtuous life :

Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith !

We will be true to thee till death.

N.B.—Repeat la^t two Imes of words.
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" God bless our Pope, God bless our Pope, . .

m vi^zt^zz22d-.^^i:Bz

God Ijless our Pope, the great, the good."

FULL
in the panting heart of Eome,

Beneath the Apostle's crowning dome,
From pilgrims' lips that kiss the ground,
Breathes in all tongues one only sound :

" God blessour Pope, the great, the good."

The golden roof, the marble Avails,

The Vatican's majestic halls.

The note redouble, till it fills

With echoes sweet the seven hills :

" God bless our Pope," &c.

Then surging through each hallowed gate,
Where martyrs glory, in peace, await,
It sweeps beyond the solemn plain.
Peals over Alps, across the main :

" God bless our Pope," &c.

From torrid south to frozen north.

That wave harmonious stretches forth.

Yet strikes no chord more true to Rome's,
Than rings within our hearts and homes :

" God bless our Pope," &c.

For like the sparks of unseen fire,

That speak along the magic wire,

From home to home, from heart to heart,

These words of countless children dart :

" God bless our Pope," &c.

[CARDINAL WISKMAN]
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Tj^ULL in the panting heart of Rome,
-L Beneath the Apostle's crowning dome,
From jnlgrims' lips that kiss the ground.
Breathes in all tongues one only sound :

" God bless our Pope, the great, the good."

The golden roof, the marble walls,
The Vatican's majestic halls,
The note redouble, till it fills

With echoes sweet the seven hills :

" God bless our Pope," &c.

Then surging through each hallowed gate,

Where martyrs glory, in peace, await.

It sweeps beyond the solemn plain,

Peals over Alps, across the main •

" God bless our Pope," &c.

From torrid south to frozen north,

That wave harmonious stretches forth,

Yet strikes no chord more true to Rome's,

Than rings within our hearts and homes :

" God bless our Pope," (tc.

For like the sparks of unseen fire.

That speak along the magic wire.

From home to home, from heart to heart.

These words of countless children dart :

" God bless our Pope," kc.

[CARDINAL WISKMAN]

ii.B.—Repeat last li?ic of words.
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Ccelestis urbs Jerusalem.

Feast of Dedication.

JERUSALEM, thou City blest ! Thy gates a pearly lustre pour ;

Thy gates are ojien evermore ;
Dear vision of celestial rest !

Which far abo^e the starry sky,
Piled up with living stones on high,

Art, as a Bride, encircled bright.
With million angel forms of light :

Oh, wedded in a prosperous hour !

The Father's glory was thy dower
;

The Spirit all His graces shed.
Thou peerless Queen, upon thy head

;

When Christ espoused thee for His Bride,
O City bright and glorified !

And thither evermore draw nigh
All who for Christ have dared to die

;

Or smit with love of their dear Lord,
Have pains endured and joys abhorr'd.

Type of the Church which here we see,

Oh, what a task hath builded thee !

Long did the chisels ring around !

Long did the mallets' blows rebound I

Long work'd the head, and toil'd the hand !

Ere stood thy stones as now they stand 1

To God the Father, glory due
Be paid by all the heavenly Host

;

And to His only Son most true ;

With Thee, O mighty Holy Ghost I

To whom praise, power, and blessing be,

Through th' ages of eternity.

[TR. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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TTAIL, holy mission, hail !

-*--- We sighing turn to thee,
For weary have we found
The path of sin to be.

Hail, holy mission, hail I

Sweet time of humble prayer ;

AVhen rests the soul on God,
Freed from this dark A\'orld's care.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Now sent us from above
;

When Jesus with His cross

Again wins back our love.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Time of all others blest
;

When in the loving soul

Jesus takes up His rest.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Blest time of contrite tears
;

When to the soul returns

The peace of former years.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Foretaste of joys above
•,

Oh, Jesus, make our hearts

Inflam'd and pure with love.

[BISHOl" CHADWICK]
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HAIL, holy mission, hail !

We sighing turn to thee

For weary have we found

The path of sin to be.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

8weet time of humble prayer ;

When rests the soul on God,
Freed from this dark world's care.

Hail, holy mission, hail 1

Now sent us from above
;

When Jesus with His cross

Again wins back our love.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Time of all others blest ,

WTien in the loving soul

Jesus takes up His rest.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Blest time of contrite tears

When to the soul returns

The peace of former yeans.

Hail, holy mission, hail !

Foretaste of joys above :

Oh, Jesus, make our hearts

Inflam'd and pure with love.

[BISHOP CHADWICK]
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Renewal of Baptismal Vows.

O FATHER, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One God in Persons Three,

We come in faith to count the cost,

And give ourselves to Thee.

In hope and love Thy name we bless

For countless mercies given ;

To make our earthly burdens less.

And smooth our way to heaven.

But most we thank Thee for the grace
Of that thrice-blessed day,

AVhich s])ed us in our Christian race,

And wash'd our sin away.
Then we were free from guilty stain,

Tho' sad and sinful noro
;

With contrite hearts we come again
To make our solemn vow.

Dear Lord, before Thy wounded feet

Weejiing Thy children fall
;

Hear us, kind Jesus, Saviour sweet,

Our Life, our Love, our All.

We seek to serve no other king.

Follow no other guide.

Nor earth, nor any earthly thing,

Shall tear us from Thy side.

We seek to know no other love.

Save what we love in Thee
;

And Thee we choose all else above

Our chiefest love to be.

Thy Blood our only treasure is.

Thy Cross our chosen ])art ;

Thyself and Mary all our bliss
;

Our home, Thy Sacred Heart.

[ANON.
" CATHOLIC HVMNAL,

"
1860)
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MISSIONS,

WE come to Thee, sweet Saviour,
Just because we need Thee so

;

None need Thee more than we do
;

Nor are half so vile or low.

O bountiful salvation !

O life eternal won !

O plentiful redemption !

O Blood of Mary's Son !

We come to Thee, sweet Saviour !

None will have us, Lord I but Thee
;

And we want none but Jesus,
And His grace that makes us free.

O bountiful, &c.

We come to Thee, sweet Saviour !

With our broken faith again :

We know Thou wilt forgive us,

Nor upbraid us, nor complain.
O bountiful, &c.

We come to Thee, sweet Saviour !

For to whom. Lord 1 can we go ]

The words of life eternal

From Thy lips ever flow.

O bountiful, etc.

We come to Thee, sweet Saviour 1

We have tried Thee, oft before
;

And now we come more wholly.
With the heart to love Thee more.

O bountiful, &c.

We come to Thee, sweet Saviour !

And Thou wilt not ask us why :

We cannot live without Thee,
And still less without Thee die.

O bountiful, &c.

[REV. F. W. FABERl
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SOULS
of men ! why will ye .scatter

Like a crowxl of frightened sheep %

Foolish hearts ! why will ye wander
From a love so true and deep %

Was there ever kindest shei)herd
Half so gentle, half so sweet,

•

As the Saviour who would have us

Come and gather round His Feet %

Tliere's a widcuess in God's mercy,
Like the wideness of the sea

;

There's a kindness in His justice,
^\'hich is more than liberty.

There is no ]>lace w here earth's sorrows
Are more felt than up in Heaven

;

There is no ]»lace where earth's failings
Have such kindly judgment given.

For the love of God is broader
Than the measures of man's mind

;

And the Heart of the Eternal

Is most wonderfully kind.

There is jilentiful redemption
In the Blood that has been shed ;

There is joy for all the memlters
In the sorrows of the Head.

Pining souls ! come nearer Jesus,
And oh, come not doubting thus.

But with faith that trusts more bravely
His huge tenderness for us.

If r)ur love were but more simple,
We should take Him at His word ;

And our lives would be all sunshine

In the sweetness of our Lonl.

[REV. K. W. FABKR]
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DAYS and moments quickly flying,

Blend the living with the dead
;

Soon will you and I be lying
Each within our narrow bed.

Soon our souls to God who gave them
Will have sped their rapid flight ;

Able now by grace to save them,

Oh, that, while we can, we might !

Jesu, infinite Redeemer,
Maker of this mighty frame I

Teach, O teach us to remember
What we are, and whence we came

;

Whence wo came and whither wending,
Soon we must thrcnigh darkness go,

To inherit bliss unending.
Or eternity of woe.

I
REV. E. CASWALL]
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JESUS,
my Lord, behold at length the Since my poor soul Thy precious Blood has

time Suffer it not for ever to be lost. [cost,

When I resolve to turn away from crime. Oh, pardon, &c.

Oh, pardon me, Jesu"s
;

Thy mercy I implore ; Kneeling in tears, behold me at Thy feet
;

I will never more offend Thee, Like Magdalene, forgiveness I entreat.

No, never more. Oh, pardon, &c.

[BISHOP CHADWICK]
( 208 )
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GOD of mercy and compassion,
Look with pity u^jon me ;

Father, let me call Thee Father,
'Tis Thy child returns to Thee.

Jesus, Lord, I ask for mercy ;

Let me not implore in vain
;

All my sins I now detest them,
Never will T sin again.

By my sins I have deserved

Death and endless misery,
Hell with all its pains and torments,
And for all eternity.

Jesus, Lord, «fec.

By my sins I have abandon'd

Right and claim to Heav'n above,
Where the Saints rejoice for ever

In a boundless sea of love.

Jesus, Lord, (fee.

See our Saviour, bleeding, dying,
On the cross of Calvary ;

To that cross ray sins have nail'd Him,
Yet He bleeds and dies for me.

Jesus, Lord, I ask for mercy ;

Let me not implore in vain
;

All my sins 1 now detest them,
Never will I sin again.

[REV. B. VAUQHAN, 0.S8.R.]
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MISSIONS.

/~\H, come to the merciful Saviour who calls you,^^ Oh, come to the Loi'd who forgives and forgets ;

Though dark be the fortune on earth that befalls you,
There's a bright home above where the sun never sets.

Oh come, then, to Jesus, whose arms are extended
To fold His dear children in closest embrace

;

Oh come, for your exile will shortly be ended.
And Jesus will show you His beautiful Face.

Ye sons of dear England, your Saviour is calling
You back to His Fold and your forefathers' faith

;

Ah, love Him, then, love Him
;
for the dark night is falling,

And the light of His love shall be with you in death.

Yes, come to the Saviour, whose mercy grows brighter
The longer you look at the depths of His love

;

And fear not ! 'tis Jesus, and life's cares grow lighter.
As you think of the home and the glory above.

Have you sinned as none else in the world have before you ]

Are you blacker than all other creatures in guilt ?

Oh, fear not, and doubt not 1 the mother who bore you
Loves you less than the Saviour whose Blood you have spilt.

Oh corhe, then, to Jesus, and say how you love Him,
And vow at His feet you will keep in His grace ;

For one tear that is shed l\y a sinner can move Him,
And your sins will drop off in His tender embrace.

Come, come to His feet, and lay open your story
Of suffering and sorrow, of gaiilt and of shame

;

For the pardon of sin is the crown of His glory.
And the joy of our Lord to be true to His Name.

Come quickly to Jesus for graces and pardons,
Come now, for who needs not His mercy and love 1

Believe me, dear children, that England's fair gardens
Are dull to the bright land that waits you above.

IREV. F. W. FABER]
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OH,
the priceless love of Jesus !

Oh, the strength of grace divine I

All His gifts are showered upon nie,

All His blessings may be mine.

He is throned in Heavenly glory-

Where no sin nor death can be ;

Yet He loves me in this darkness,

Yet He does not turn from me.

Storms of sorrow roll around me,

Darkling clouds above me meet
;

But I hasten to my refuge
At my Saviour's wounded Feet.

Oh, how lovingly, my Jesus,
Thou dost A\-ith me ever liear

;

I can never, never thank Thee
For Thy goodness and Thy care.

1 am blind and poor and wretched,

By temptations sorely tried :

Yet His watchful care abounding

Keeps me ever at His side.

He is God and King Eternal,

Higher than all height can be
;

Yet His Heart is with me always,
Yet He stoopeth down to me.

"When the clouds of darkness hide me
Bitter tears of pain I weep :

But Thou loving One, Thou healest

All my sorrow dark and deep.
O Thy priceless love, my Jesus,
Human love and love divine

;

Thou art gentle. Thou art mighty ;

All Thy Sacred Heart is mine.
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HEAR Thy children, gentle Jesus,

While we breathe c)ur evening prayer,

Save us from all harm and danger.
Take us 'neath Thy shelt'ring care.

Save us from the wiles of Satan,

'Mid the lone and sleej)ful night.

Sweetly may bright Guardian Angels

Keep us 'neath their watchful sight.

Gentle Jesus, look in pity.

From Thy great white throne above,
All the night Thy Heart is wakeful

;

In Thy Sacrament of love.

Shades of even fast are falling.

Day is fading into gloom.
When the .shades of death fall rouml us.

Lead Thine exiled children home.

[KEV. K. bTAM-ILLl'l
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HEAR thy cliildren, gentlest Mother,

Prayerful hearts to thee arise
;

Hear us while our evening Ave
Soars beyond the starry skies.

Darkling shadows fall around us,

Stars their silent watches keep ;

Hush the heart oppressed Tvith sorrow,

Dry the tears of those who weep.

Hear, sweet Mother, hear the weary,
Borne u^wn life's troubled sea

;

Grentle guiding Star of Ocean,
Lead thy children homo to thee.

Still watch o'er us, dearest Mother,
From thy beauteous throne above ;

Guard us from all harm and danger,
'Neath thy sheltering wings of love.

[REV. F. STANFIELD)
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OSING
a joyous carol

Unto the holy Child,

And praise with gladsome voices

His Mother undefiled :

Our infant voices greeting
Shall hail our infant King ;

And our sweet Lady listens

When infant voices sing.

Who is there meekly lying
In yonder stable poor 1

Dear childi-en, it is Jesus
;

He bids you now adore.

Who is there kneeling by Him,
In virgin beauty fair 1

It is our mother Mary ;

She bids you all draw near.

Who is there near the cradle.

That guards the holy Child ?

It is our father Joseph,
Chaste spouse of Mary mild.

Dear children, oh, how joyful
With them in Heaven to be !

God grant that none be missing
From that festivity.

(bISTEK M. B.]
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LOVE those precious Christmas words,
That come but once a year ;

They fall, at midnight's silent hour,

Like music on mine ear :

The heav'nly choirs who filled the air

With praises from above,

All glory be to God on high
And peace to men of love !

Then come, ye children, haste with me,
Behold this gracious sight.

The world's Creator from His throne

Descending in the night ;

Not arm'd with terrors, nor in robes

Of majesty array'd.

But meekly wrapt in swaddling-clothes.
And in a manger laid.

Our God, whom Heaven and earth obey.
Was poorer far than we :

Shall poverty, so dear to Him,
Seem grief to you or me %

Then let us run with cheerful hearts

Our Heaven-appointed race ;

For He, who once was poor for us.

Shall make us rich in grace.

[ANON.
" HYMNS FOR THE TEAR," 1867]
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~r\EArv little One I how sweet Thou art,
--^ Thine eyes, how bright they shine

;

8o bright, they almost seem to speak
When Mary's look meets Thine 1

How faint and feeble is Thy cry,

Like plaint of harmless dove.
When Thou dost murmur in Thy sleep
Of sorrow and of love.

When Mary bids Thee sleep Thou sleei)"st:

Thou wakest when she calls
;

Thou art content upon her lap,

Or in the rugged stalls.

Simplest of Babes ! with what a grace
Thou dost Thy Mother's will I

Thine infant fashions well betray
The Godhead's hidden skill.

(

When Joseph takes Thee in his arms,
And smoothes Thy little cheek,

Thou lookest up into his face

So helpless and so meek.
Yes \ Thou art what Thou seem'st to be,
A thing of smiles and tears

;

Yet Thou art God, and Heaven and earth

Adore Thee \\'ith their fears.

Yes, dearest Babe ! those tiny hands
That play with Mary's hair.

The weight of all the mighty world

This very moment bear.

Art Thou, weak Babe I my very God %

Oh I must love Thee, then,
Love Thee, and yearn to sjiread Thy love

Among forgetful men.
[REV. F. W. FABKR)
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MOTHER :\Iary, at thine altar

We thy loving children kneel
;

With a faith that cannot falter

To thy goodness we appeal.
We are seeking for a mother

O'er the earth so waste and wide
;

And from off the Cross our Brother

Points to Mary by His side.

Thou wilt love us, thou wilt guide us,

With a mother's fondest care :

And our Father, God above us,

Bids us fly for refuge there.

Life's temptations are before us,

We must mingle in the strife
;

If thy fondness watch not o'er us,

All unsafe will be our life.

rr

So we take thee for our Mother,
And we claim our right to be,

By the gift of our dear Brother,

Loving children unto thee
;

And our humble consecration

Thou Avilt surely not despise.

From Thy high and lofty station

Close to Jesus in the skies.

Mother ]Mary, to thy keeping
We ourselves to thee confide

;

Toiling, resting, waking, sleeping,
To be ever at thy side.

Cares that vex us, joys that please us,

Life and death we trust to thee
;

Thou wilt make them all for Jesus,
And for all eternity.

[REV. i'. W. FABBBl
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O divine Enfance,

I

COME, ye little children,

Unto Me draw nigh ;

For 'tis such as you
That dwell with Me on high

Who in love and meekness,
From all malice free,

Serve their dear Redeemer
With simplicity.

I, who jiride and greatness
Evermore abase.

On the poor and lowly
Lavish all My grace ;

And to humble spirits

Heavenly things reveal,

Which My secret judgments
From the proud conceal.

(219)

This, O sweetest Jesus,
Seemest Tliou to say,

All then, wretched earthlings,
Cast your pride away ;

If the God of glory
So Himself abase.

How shall man presume
To choose the highest place \

Sacred charms of childhood,
Unto Christ so dear.

Bright in generous frankness,
Innocence sincere.

Love serene, unselfish.

Void of worldly stain,

Would that in my bosom
Ye might ever reign !

'

[REV. FR. LAMBILOTTE. TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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O JESUS ! God and man ! for love

Of children, once a child
;

O Jesus ! God and man ! we hail

Thee, Saviour sweet and mild.

O Jesus I God and man ! make us

Poor children dear to Thee ;

And lead us to Thyself to love

Thee for eternity.

O Mary, Mother-Maid ! thou art

The Mother of the poor ;

Mary, to thee we look to make
Our souls' salvation sure.

O Mary, Mother dear ! thank God
For us for all His love

;

And pray that in our faith we all

May true and steadfast prove.

O Jesus ! Mary's Son ! on Thee

For grace we children call
;

Make us all men to love, but Thee
To love beyond them all.

O Jesus, bless us in our work,
And all our sins forgive ;

O happy, happy they who in

The Church of Jesus live !

(ANON.
" HYMNS FOB THE YEAR," 1867]
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DEAR God of orphans, hear our prayer,
Bless Thou our orphans' home,

And let the children Thou dost love,
To Thee, their true love. come.

How sweetly, Jesus, did Thine eye
On children ever rest,

When by the lure of Thy sweet voice

They fondly round Thee prest !

Oh, plead the children's cause with them,
Whose cause Thy cross did plead ;

Make sinners' hearts with pity melt,

For whom Thine own did bleed.

Thou lovest most the hearts that bring
Most little ones to Thee

;

But most of all the hearts that bring

Thy babes most lovingly.

We all are orphans, outcasts all,

Until to Thee we come
;

On earth, in Heaven, dear Jesus, Thou,
Thou art Thyself our home.

One only joy there is on earth—
It is, to have Thy grace ;

One only joy can be in Heaven—
It is, to see Thy face.

[REV. F. W. FABEk]
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FOR CHILDREN.
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GUARDIAN Angel,
From Heaven so bright,

Watcliing beside me,
To lead me aright,

Fold thy wings round me,
O guard me with love.

Softly sing songs to me,
Of Heav'n above.

Beautiful Angel,

My guardian so mild,

Tenderly guide me,
For I am thy child.

'^zy

Angel so holy.
Whom God sends to me,

Sinful and lowly,

My guardian to be.

Wilt thou not cherish

The child of thy care %

Let me not perish,
—

My trust is thy prayer.
Beautiful Angel,

My guardian so mild.

Tenderly guide me,
For I am thy child.

O may I never.

Forget thou art near
;

But keep me for ever,

In love and in fear.

Waking and sleeping,

In labour and rest,

111 thy sweet keeping.

My life shall be blest.

Beautiful Angel,

My guardian so mild.

Tenderly guide me,
For I am thy child.

( 2J3 )
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Before Communion.

Adoration and Faith.

TESUS ! Thou art coming,^ Holy as Thou art,

Thou, the God who made me,
To my sinful heart.

Jesus ! I believe it.

On Thy only word
;

Kneeling, I adore Thee
As my King and Lord.

L<jve and Desire.

Dearest Lord, I love Thee,
With my whole, whole heart,

Not for Avhat Thou givest,

But for what Thou art.

Come, oh, come, sweet Saviour !

Come to me, and stay.

For I u<a7it Thee, Jesus,
More than I can say.

Humility ami SoiToio.

Who am I, my Jesus,
That Thou com'st to me %

I have sinned against Thee,

Often, grievou.sly ;

I am very sorry
1 have caused Thee pain,

I will never, never.
Wound Thy Heart again.

Offering and Petition.

Ah ! what gift or present,

Jesus, can 1 bring %

I have nothing worthy
Of my God and King ;

But Thou art my Shepherd,

I, Thy little lamb
;

Take myself, dear Jesu.s,

All I have and am.

Trust.

Put Thy kind arms round me,
Feeble as I am ;

Thou art my Good Shepherd,
I, Thy little lamb :

Since Thou comest, Jesus,
Now to be my Guest,

I can trust Thee always,

Lord, for all the rest.

Take my body, Jesus,

Eyes, and ears, and tongue ;

Never let them, Jesus,

Helj) to do Thee wrong.
Take my heart, and till it

Full of love for Thee
;

All I have I give Thee,
Give Thyself to me.

( 225 )
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FOR CHILDREN.

LITTLE King, so fair and sweet,
See lis gathered round Thy feet

;

Be Thou Monarch of our school,
It shall prosper 'neath Thy rule.

We will be Thy subjects true.

Brave to suifer, brave to do,
All our hearts to Thee we bring,
Take them, keep them, little King.

Be our Leader in the fight,

In the darkness be our Light,
O'er the rough, and o'er the smooth,

Safely guide our wayward youth.
Wheresoe'er our path may be,

We will try to follow Thee,
To Thy mantle we will cling.

Help us, save us, little King.

Raise Thy little hand to bless

All our childhood's happiness ;

Bless our sorrow and our pain,
That each cross may be our gain.

By Thine own sweet childhood. Lord,

Sanctify each thought and word,
Set Thy seal on everything
Which we do, O little King.

Little King, so dear, so sweet.
Here we cast before Thy feet

All we are or yet may be.

Every sense and faculty :

All our body, all our soul,

We subject to Thy control,

Let them all Thy praises sing,

Now and always, little King.

Be our Teacher when we learn.
All the hard to easy turn

;

Be our Playmate when we play.
So we shall indeed be gay.

Keep us happy, keep us pure,
WTiile our childhood shall endure.
All its days to Thee we bring,
Bless them, guard them, little King.

Let us in the noisy world

Keep Thy banner broad unfurled.

In an age of ease and pride

Leading Christian lives denied,

In an age which seeks its way.
Glad and cheerful to obey.
While Thy simple truth shall ring

In word and act, O little King.

And when holidays have come,
Call Thy children to Thy home,
In that gentle voice of Thine,
Which we know, sweet Child Divine.

At the gate, oh ! meet us thus.
As we loved Thee—Child like us :

Stretch Thine hands in welcoming
To Thine own, O little King.

IS. N. D.J

( -^-ll )
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O JESUS 1 oil Thy Mother's breast,
How beautiful Thou art

;

"Winuing Avith those sweet looks of Thine,
The love of my young heart.

O Jesus ! on Thy ^lother's breast.
How beautiful Thou art :

Oh, may Thy love grow clay by day
Within my youthful heai't.

The tender light within Thine eyes
Forbids my soul to fear

;

And though Thou art a mighty God,
I to Thy feet draw near.

O Jesus ! itc.

The shepherds have before me been.
Their humble gifts I see

;

And "kings have bowed their royal heads,
Dear Little One, to Thee.

O Jesus ! *tc.

I have no costly things to lay
Before Thee—can I dare,

A little child "with empty hands.

Approach to Thee in i^rayer %

O Jesus ! »tc.

Oh, dost Thou ask me for my heart ?

Yes, I will give it Thee
;

Alas ! that it is not more pure
For Thy sweet eyes to see.

O Jesus I ttc.

O Mary, give it thou to Him,
He'll take it for thy sake :

A richer gift than this ]ioor heart,

Oh, would that I could make.
O Jesus ! itc.

Tho' pain and poverty may blight

My life—}-et still to Thee

My heart shall turn, and Holy Child !

Thou shalt my comfort be.

O Jesus I »fcc.

(230)
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KIXD Angel Guardian, thanks to thee

For thy so watchful care of me
;

Oh, lead me still in ways of truth,

Dear guide of childhood and of youth.

Kind Angel Guardian, let my tears

Implore thee too for riper years ;

Oh, keep me safe in wisdom's way,
And bring me back if I should stray.

When angry passions fill my soul,

Subdue them to thy meek control
;

Through good and ill, oh, ever be

A guide, a guard, a friend to me.

And when death's hand shall seal mine eyes,

Oh, bear my spirit to the skies.

And teach me there my voice to raise

In hymns of never-ending praise.

I
[SISTER M. J.]
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MY oldest friend, mine from the hour
When first I drew my breath ;

My faithful friend, that shall be mine,

Unfailing, till my death ;

Thou hast been ever at my side
;

My Maker to thy trust

Consign'd my soul, what time He framed
The infant child of dust.

No beating heart in holy prayer,
No faith, inform'd aright,

Gave me to Joseph's tutelage.
Or Michael's conquering might.

Nor patron Saint, nor ]\Iary's love,
The dearest and the best.

Has known my being, as thou hast known,
And blest, as thou hast blest.

Thou wast my sponsor at the font
;

And thou, each budding year,
Didst whisper elements of truth

Into my childish ear.

And when, ere boyhood yet was gone.

My rebel spirit fell,

Ah ! thou didst see, and shudder too,

Yet bear each deed of Hell.

And then in turn, when judgments came,
And scared me back again.

Thy quick soft breath was near to soothe

And hallow every pain.

Oh ! who of all thy toils and cares

Can tell the tale complete.
To place me under Mary's smile,
And Peter's royal feet !

And thou wilt hang about my bed,
Wlien life is ebbing low ;

Of doubt, impatience, and of gloom.
The jealous sleepless foe.

Mine, when I stand before the Judge,
And mine, if spared to stay

Within the holy furnace till

My sin is burn'd away.

And mine, O Brother of my soul.

When my release shall come
;

Thy gentle arms shall lift me then.

Thy wings shall waft me home.
[CARPINAL NEWMAN]
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DEAR Angel ! ever at my side,

How loving must thou be,

To leave thy home in Heaven to guard
A sinful child like me.

Yes ! when I pray thou prayest too,

Thy prayer is all for me
;

But when I sleep, thou sleepest not,

But watchest patiently.

Thy beautiful and shining face

I see not, though so near
;

The sweetness of thy soft low voice

I am too deaf to hear.

Then, for thy sake, dear Angel ! now
More humble will I be

;

But I am weak, and when I fall,

Oh weary not of me :

But I have felt thee in my thoughts

Fighting with sin for me
;

And when my heart loves God, I know
The sweetness is from thee.

Oh weary not, but love me still,

For Mary's sake, thy Queen ;

She never tired of me, though I

Her worst of sons have been.

And when, dear Spirit ! I kneel down

Morning and night to prayer.

Something there is within my heart

Which tells me thou art there.

Then love me, love me, Angel dear !

And I will love thee more ;

And help me when my soul is cast

Upon the eternal shore.

[RET. F. \V. FABER]
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Christe, sanctorum decus angelorum.

St. Raphael, Lauds.
r\ CHRIST, the glory of the angel choirs !

^^ Author and Ruler of the human race !

Grant us one day to climb the happy hills

And see Thy blissful face.

And oh, Thy Raphael, physician blest.
Send down to us from yon celestial height,
To heal our soul's diseases, and direct

Our lifelong course aright.

Thou too, O Mary, ^Mother of our God I

And happy Queen of Angels, hither speed,

Drawing with thee the Army of the Saints

To help us in our need.

I

This grace on us bestow, O Father blest.

And Thou, O Son by an eternal birth
;

With Thee, from both proceeding. Holy Ghost !

Whose glory fills the earth.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Te Splendor et virtus.

Apparition of St. ^Michael, Vespers.

JESU ! life-spring of the soul !

The Father's Power, and Glory bright 1

Thee with the Angels we extol
;

From Thee they draw their life and light.

Thy thousand thousand hosts are spread,
Embattled o'er the azure sky ;

But Michael bears Thy standard dread,
And lifts the mighty Ci'oss on high.

He in that Sign the rebel poAvers
Did with their Dragon Prince expel ;

And hurl'd them from the Heaven's high tower

Down like a thunderbolt to hell.

Grant us with Michael still, O Lord,

Against the Prince of Pride to fight ;

So may a crown be our reAvard,

Before the Lamb's pure throne of light.

To God the Father, and the Son,
Who rose from death, all glory be

;

AVith Thee, O blessed Paraclete,

Henceforth through all eternity.

(Within Octave of the Ascension, the following in place nf v. 5.)

Glory to Jesus, who returns

In pomp triumphant to the sky.

To Thee, O Father, and with Thee,
O Holy Ghost, eternally.

[TR. RKV. K. CASWALL]
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Tibi Christe splendor.

St. Raphael, Vespers.

TESU, brightness of the Father !

^ Life and strength of all who live !

In the presence of the Angels,

Glory to Thy Name we give ;

And Thy wondrous praise rehearse.

Singing in alternate verse.

Oh, may Christ beneath thy pinions
Shield us from all harm this day ;

Keep us pure in flesh and spirit ;

Save us from the enemy ;

And vouchsafe us, of His grace,

In His Paradise a place.

Hail, all ye angelic Princedoms 1

Hail, ye thrones celestial !

Hail, Physician of Salvation !

Guide of life, blest Raphael !

Binding fast the fiend of night
In the glory of thv might.

Glory to th' Almighty Father,

Sing we now in anthems sweet

Glory to the great Redeemer ;

Glory to the Paraclete ;

Godhead sole and Persons three I

In eternal unity I

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Custodes hominum psallimus.

Guardian Akgels.

PRAISE
we those ministers celestial

Whom the dread Father chose

To be defenders of our nature frail,

Against our scheming foes.

For, since that from his glory in the skies

Th' Apostate Angel fell,

Burning with envy, evermore he tries

To drown our souls in Hell.

Then hither, watchful Spirit, bend thy wing,
Our country's Guardian blest !

Avert her threatening ills
; expel each thing

That hindereth her rest.

Praise to the trinal Majesty, whose strength
This mighty fabric sways ;

Whose glory reigns beyond the utmost length
Of everlasting days.

[TB. REV. E. CASWiXL]
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HEAVEN.

Ad perennis vitae fontem,

WHO can paint that lovely city,

City of true peace divine,

Whose pure gates, for ever open.
Each in pearly lustre shine

;

Whose abodes of glory clear

Nought defiling cometh near ]

There no stormy winter rages ;

There no scorching summer glows ;

But through one perennial spring-tide

Bloom the lily and the rose,

With the myrrh and balsam sweet,

And the fadeless violet.

There a paradisal perfume
Breathes upon the air serene

;

There crystalline waters flowing

Keep the grass for ever green ;

And the golden orchards show
Fruits that ne'er corruption know.

There no sun his circuit wheeleth
;

There no moon or stars appear ;

Thither night and darkness come not ;

Death hath no dominion there
;

But the Lamb's pure beaming ray

Scatters round eternal day.

There the saints of God, resplendent

As the sun in all his might,

Evermore rejoice together,

Crown'd with diadems of light.

And from peril safe at last

Beckon up their triumphs past.

Happy he who with them seated

Doth in all their glory share 1

O that I, my days completed,

Might be but admitted there !

There with them the praise to sing

Of my beauteous God and King.

[ST. PETEK DAMIAN. TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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HEAVEN.

O PARADISE ! O Paradise !

Who doth uot crave for rest 1

Who would not seek the happy land,
Where they that loved are blest

;

Where loyal hearts, and true,

Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through
In God's most holy sight J

O Paradise I O Paradise 1

The world is growing old
;

Who would not be at rest and free

AVhere love is never cold.

Where loyal hearts, ikc.

O Paradise ! O Paradise !

Wherefore doth death delay.

Bright death, that is the welcome dawn
Of our eternal day ;

Where loyal hearts, «fec.

Paradise ! O Paradise !

'Tis weary waiting here
;

1 long to be where Jesus is,

To feel, to sue Him near
;

Where loyal hearts, »fec.

Paradise ! O Paradise !

I want to sin no more ;

1 want to be as jjure on earth

As on thy spotless shore
;

Where loyal hearts, &c.

O Paradise ! O Paradise !

I greatly long to see

The special place my dearest Lord
Is destining for me

;

Where loyal hearts, &c.

O Paradise ! O Paradise I

I feel 'twill not be long :

Patience ! I almost think I hear
Faint fragments of thy song ;

Where loyal hearts, &c.

[REV. r. W. FABBRj
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HEAVEN.

r\ PARADISE! O Paradise f

^ Who doth not crave for rest ?

Who would not seek the happy land,
Where they that loved are blest :

'

Where loyal hearts, and true,
Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through
In God's most holy sight ?

O Paradise ! O Paradise !

The world is gi-owing old
;

Who would not be at rest and free
Where love is never cold,
Where loyal hearts, etc

O Paradise I O Paradise !

"

Wherefore doth death delay,
Bright death, that is the welcome dawn
Of our eternal day ;

^\Tiere loyal hearts, &c.

Paradise ! O Paradise !

'Tis weary waiting here
;

1 long to be where Jesus is,

To feel, to see Him near
;

Where loyal hearts, &c.

Paradise ! O Paradise !

I want to sin no more ;

1 want to be as pure on earth
As on thy spotless shore

;

Where loyal hearts, &c.

O Paradise ! O Paradise !

I greatly long to see

The special place my dearest Lord
Is destining for me

;

"\Miere loyal hearts, etc.

O Paradise ! O Paradise I

I feel 'twill not be long ;

Patience ! I almost think I hear
Faint fragments of thy song ;

Where loyal hearts, <i:c.

IKEV. K. W. FABKK]
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8t. Joseph.

HAIL ! holy Joseph, hail !

Husband of ^lary, hail I

Chaste as the lily flower

In Eden's jjeaceful vale.

Hail ! holy Josejjh, hail !

Father of Christ esteemed,
Father be thou to those

Thy Foster-Son redeemed.

Hail ! holy Joseph, hail !

Prince of the House of God,

May His best graces be

By thy sweet hands bestowed.

Hail ! holy Joseph, hail !

Comrade of angels, hail I

Cheer thou the hearts that faint,

And guide the steps that fail.

Hail ! holy Joseph, hail I

God's choice wert thou alone !

To thee the "Word made flesh

Was subject as a Son.

Hail ! holy Joseph, hail 1

Teach us our flesh to tame.

And, Mary, keep the hearts

That love thy husband's name.

^Mother of Jesus ! bless,

And bless, ye saints on high,
All meek and simple souls

That to Saint Joseph cry.

[RET. F. W. FABER)

lune 109 or tlie Second Tune to Hijvin 141 may also be used,
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St. Joseph.

p\EAR Husband of ^lary ! dear Nurse of her Child !

-L^ Life's ways are full weary, the desert is wild
;

Bleak sands are all round us, no home can we see ;

Sweet Spouse of our Lady ! we lean upon thee.

For thou to the pilgrim art Father and Guide,
And Jesus and Mary felt safe by thy side

;

Ah, blessed Saint Joseph, how safe should I be,

Sweet Spouse of our Lady 1 if thou wert with me I

O blessed Saint Joseph I how great was thy worth

The one chosen shadow of God upon earth.

The Father of Jesus—ah then wilt thou be,

Sweet Spouse of our Lady ! a father to me ?

When the treasures of God were unsheltered on earth,

Safe keeping was found for them both in thy worth,
O Father of Jesus, be father to me.
Sweet Spouse of our Lady ! and I will love thee.

[REV. F. W. FABKR]
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Dei qui gratiam impotes.

St. Joseph.

SEEK ye the grace of God,

And mercies from on high ?—
Invoke Saint Joseph's holy name,
And on his aid rely.

So shall the Lord well pleased
Your earnest prayer fulfil

;

The guilty cleanse from guilt ;
and make

The holy holier still.

So shall His tender care

To you through life be nigh :

So shall His love %\-ith triumph crown

Your dying agony.

Safe in the virgin arms
Of Mary and her Son,

Embracing each in speechless joy,

And sweetest union
;

O Joseph, ill what peace
Was breathed thy latest sigh,

Dear pattern of all those to come,
Who should in Jesus die !

Hail, mightiest of Saints !

To whom submissive bent

He whose Creator-hand outstretch'd

To starry firmament !

Hail, Mary's Spouse elect !

Hail, Guardian of the Word !

Nurse of the Highest I and esteem'd

The Father of the Lord I

Blest Trinity ! to Thee
One God of earth and Heaven,

And to Saint Joseph's holy name,
Be praise and- honour given I

[TR. REV. E. CASWALLJ
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Giacche tu vuoi chiamarmi padre
St. Joseph.
'' TESUS I let me call Thee son,
^^ Since Thou dost call me father :

How I love Thee, sweetest One,

]\ly God and son together." [w-^Y ',

Blessed Saint .Tose])li, to thee do wc
Offer our hearts to thy Jesus to-day.

"
Since Thy guardian I must be,

^ly treasure I will make Thee
;

Do not Thou abandon me,
And I will ne'er forsake Thee.

"
[pray ;

Blessed Saint Joseph, to thee do we
Offer our hearts to thy Jesus to-day.

" As my God I Thee adore.

And as my son embrace Thee
;

Let me love Thee more and more.
And in my bosom place Thee." [pray ;

Blessed Saint Joseph, to thee do we
Offer our hearts to thy Jesus to-day.

"All my love henceforth is Thine,

]\Iy very life I proffer.

And my heart no more is mine.
For all I am I offer." [pray ;

Blessed Saint Joseph, to thee do we
Offer our hearts to thy Jesus to-day.

" Since to share Thy presence sweet

To choose me here Thou deigiu'.st,

Shall we not in heaven meet,
Where Thou for ever reignest ?

"

Blessed Saint Joseph, to thf!e do we pray ;

Offer our hearts to thy Jesus to-day.

[ST. ALPHOJJSUS. TR. REV. K. VAUGHANl
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Te Joseph celebrent agmina coelitum.

St. Joseph, Vespers.

JOSEPH,
pure Spouse of that immortal Bride,

Who shines in ever-virgin glory bright,

Through all the Christian climes thy praise be sung,

Through all the realms of light.

Thee, when amazed concern for thy betrothed

Had fiU'd thy righteous spirit with dismay,
An Angel visited, and, with blest words,

Scatter'd thy fears away.

Thine arms embraced thy Maker newly born
;

With Him to Egypt's desert didst thou flee
;

Him in Jerusalem didst seek and find ;

Oh grief, oh joy for thee !

Not until after death their blissful crown
Others obtain ;

but unto thee was given,
In thine own lifetime to enjoy thy God,

As do the blest in Heaven.

Grant us, great Trinity, for Joseph's sake.
Unto the starry mansions to attain

;

There, with glad tongues, Thy praise to celebrate

In one eternal strain.

(TR. REV. E. OASWALL]
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Coelitum Joseph decus atque nostrae.

St. Joseph, Matixs.

JOSEPH
! our certain hope below !

Glory of earth and Heaven !

Thou Pillar of the world ! to thee

Be praise immortal given.

Thee, as Salvation's minister,
The mighty Maker chose

;

As Foster-father of the Word
;

As Mary's spotless Spouse.

With joy thou sawest Him new born

Of whom the Prophets sang ;

Him in a manger didst adore.

From whom Creation sprang.

The Lord of lords, and King of kings,
Ruler of sky and sea.

Whom Heaven, and Earth, and Hell obey,
Was subject unto thee.

Praise to the sacred Trine who thee

So glorifies on high.
And for thy merits' sake may we
Be sharers in thy joy.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Du aus David's Stamm.

St. Joseph.

GREAT
Saint Joseph ! Son of David,

Foster-father of our Lord,

Spouse of Mary ever Virgin,
~

Keeping o'er them watch and ^^ard !

In the stable thou didst gixard them
With a father's loving care

;

Thou by God's command didst save them
From the cruel Herod's snare.

Three long days in grief and anguish
With His Mother, sweet and mild,

Mary Virgin, didst thou wander

Seeking the beloved Child.

In the temple thou didst find Him :

Oh I what joy then filled thy heart !

In thy sorrows, in thy gladness
Grant us, Joseph, to have part.

Clasped in Jesus' arms and Mary's,
When death gently came at last,

Thy pure spirit sweetly sighing
From its earthly dwelling passed.

Dear Saint Joseph ! by that passing

May our death be like to thine
;

And with Jesus, Mary, Joseph,

May our souls for ever shine. Amen.
[TR. BISHOP CASARTELLI]
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Antra deserti teneris.

Nativity of St. John Baptist, Matins.

IN
caves of the lone wilderness thy youth
Thou hiddest, shunning the rude throng of men,

So the pure treasure of thy soul to guard
From the least touch of sin.

There to thy sacred limbs the camel gave
A garment ;

the hard rock a bed supplied ;

The stream thy thirst, locusts and honey wild

Thy hunger satisfied.

Oh, blest beyond the Prophets of old time 1

They of the Saviour sang that was to be :

Him present to announce, and show to all.

Thy God reserved for thee !

Through the wide earth was never mortal man
Born holier than John ;

to whom was gi^en
The guilty world's Baptizer to baptize.

And ope the door of Heaven.

Glory immortal to the Father be.

Praise to the sole-begotten sovereign Son,
With Thee, co-equal Spirit, One in Three,

WTiile endless ages run.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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O nimis felix meritique celsi.

St. John Baptist, Lauds.

O BLESSED Saint, of snow-white purity !

Dweller in wastes forlorn !

O mightiest of the Martyr host on high !

Greatest of Prophets born !

Of all the diadems that on the brows
Of Saints celestial shine,

Not one with brighter, purer, halo glows,
In Heaven's high Court, than thine.

Oh I then on us a tender pitying gaze
Cast from thy glory's throne

;

Straighten our crooked, smooth our rugged ways,
And break our hearts of stone.

So may the world's Redeemer find us meet
To offer Him a place.

Where He may deign to set His sacred feet,

Coming with gifts of grace.

Praise in the Heav'ns to Thee, O First and Last,
The Trine eternal God !

Spare, Jesu, spare Thy people, whom Thou hast

Redeem'd with Thine own blood.

ITR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Si vis Patronum
St. Peter.

SEEK ye a Patron to defend

Your cause 1—-then, one and all,

Without delay upon the Prince

Of the Apostles call.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys !

Thy prayers we all implore :

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

By penitential tears thou didst

The path of life regain ;

Teach us with thee to weep our sins

And wash away their stain.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys !

Thy prayers we all implore :

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

The Angel touch'd thee, and forthwith

Thy chains from otf thee fell
;

Oh, loose us from the su])tle coils

That link us close with Hell.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys !

Thy prayers we all implore : .

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

Firm Rock whereon the Church is based !

Pillar that cannot bend !

With strength endue us ; and the Faith

From heresy defend.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys 1

Thy prayers we all implore :

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

qusrere.

Save Rome, which from the days of old

Thy blood hath sanctified
;

And help the nations of the earth,

That in thy help confide.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys !

Thy prayers we all implore ;

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

Oh, worshipp'd by all Christendom !

Her realms in peace maintain
;

Let no contagion sap her strength,
Xo discord rend in twain.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys !

Thy prayers we all implore :

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

The weapons which our ancient foe

Against us doth prepare,
Crush thou ; nor suffer us to fall

Into his deadly snare.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys !

Thy prayers we all implore :

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

Guard us through life
;
and in that hour

When our last fight draws nigh,
O'er Death, o'er Hell, o'er Satan's power,
Gain us the victory.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Kej's !

Thy prayers we all implore ;

Unlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

Praise to the Lord and Father be
;

Praise to the Son who rose
;

Praise to the Spirit Paraclete ;

^\^lile ages on ages flows.

Blest Holder of the heavenly Keys 1

Thy prayers we all implore :

L^nlock to us the sacred bars

Of Heaven's eternal door.

[TK. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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Decora lux seternitatis.

SS. Peter and Paul.
r

I
IHE beauteous light of God's eternal Majesty

-L Streams down in golden rays to grace this holy day
Which crowned the princes of the Apostles' glorious choir,

And unto guilty mortals showed the heavenward way.

The teacher of the world and keeper of heaven's gate,

Rome's founders twain and rulers too of every land,

Triumphant over death by sword and shameful cross,

With laurel crowned are gathered to the eternal band.

O happy Rome ! who in thy martyr princes' blood,

A twofold stream, art washed and doubly sanctified.

All earthly beauty thou alone outshinest far,

Empurpled by their outpoured life-blood's glorious tide.

All honour, power, and everlasting jubilee
To Him who all things made and governs here below,
To God, in essence One, and yet in persons Three,
Both now and ever, while unending ages flow.

[TR. MOR. CANON HALL]
( 256)
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Miris modis repente liber ferrea.

St. Peter's Chain.s.

THE Lord commands
; and, lo, his iron chain.s,

Falling from Peter, the behest obey :

Peter, bleat shepherd I who. to verdant plains.

And life's immortal springs, from day to day,

Leads on his tender charge, driving all wolves away.

Praise to the Father, through all ages be ;

Praise, blessing to the co-eternal Son,
And Holy Ghost, One glorious Trinity ;

To whom all majesty and might belong ;
.

So sing we now, and such be our eternal song.

[TR. REV. E. CA3WALL)
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Beate Pastor Petre clemens accipe.

St. Peter's Chair.

PETER,
Idlest Shepherd ! hearken to our cry,

And with a word unloose our guilty chain ;

Thou 1 who hast power to ope the gates on high

To men below, and power to shut them tast again.

Praise, blessing, majesty, through endless days,

Be to the Trinity immortal given ;

Who in pure Unity profoundly sways

Eternally alike all things in earth and Heaven.
•^

.

{TB. RKV. E. CASWALL]
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Exultet orbis gaudiis.

Vespers and Lauds of Apostles.

NOW let the earth with joy resound ;

And Heav'n the chant re-echo round

Nor Heav'n nor earth too high can raise

The great Apostles' glorious praise.

Sickness and health your voice obey :

At your command they go or stay :

From sin's disease our souls restore
;

In good confirm us more and more.

O ye who, throned in glory dread,

Shall judge the living and the dead I

Lights of the world for evermore I

To you the suppliant prayer we pour.

So when the world is at its end.
And Christ to judgment shall descend,

May we be call'd those joys to see

Prepared from all eternity.

Ye close the sacred gates on high ;

At your command apart they fly :

Oh I loose for us the guilty chain

We strive to break, and strive in vain.

Praise to the Father, with the Son,
And Holy Spirit, Three in One

;

As ever was in ages past,

And so shall be while ages Ust.

(269)

[TR. BKV. E. CASWALL]
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Apostles, Matins.

THE Lord's eternal gifts,

Til' Apostles' mighty praise,

Their victories, and high reward,

Sing we in joj'ful lays.

iEterna Christi munera.

Theirs was the Saints' high Faith
;

And quenchless Hope's pure glow ;

And perfect Charity which laid

The world's fell tjTant low.

Lords of the Churches they ;

Triumphant Chiefs of war
;

Brave Soldiers of the Heavenly Camp ;

True lights for evermore.

In them the Father shone
;

In them the Son o'ercame
;

In them the Holy Spirit \\Tought,
And fill'd their hearts ^\•ith flame.

Praise to the Father, Son,
And Spirit, One and Three ;

As evermore hath been before

And shall for ever be.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]

N.B.—Tlie second Tune to Hymn 175 is also suitable.
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Tristes erant Apostoli.

Apostles, Paschaltime, Vespers.

WHEN Christ, by His own servants

Had died upon the cruel Cross, [slain,

Th' Apostles of their joy bereft,

Were weeping their dear Master's loss :

To Galilee's lone mountain height
The Apostolic band i-etire :

There blest with their dear Saviour's sight.

Enjoy in full their soul's desire.

r^Ieanwhile, an Angel at the tomb
To holy women hath foretold,

" The faithful flock with joy shall soon

Their Lord in Galilee behold."

O Jesu ! from the death of sin

Keep us, we pray ;
so shalt Thou be

The everlasting Paschal joy
Of all the souls new-boin in Thee.

Who, as they run the news to bring, [meet,

Lo, straightway Christ Himself they
All radiant bright with heavenly light.

And falling, clasp His sacred feet.

To God the Father, with the Son,
Who from the grave immortal rose

;

And Thee, O Paraclete, be praise.
While age on endless ages flows.

[TK. REV. K. CASWALi]

(261 )



SAINTS.

9^'

4-^-

zd-
"^"

^: -<s»-

^z
-^—^ pj-

1

Paschale mundo gaudium.

Apostles, Paschaltime, Lauds.

NOW daily shines the sun more fair,

Eecalling that blest time.
When Christ on His Apostles shone,

In radiant light sublime.

O Christ ! Thou King most merciful !

Our inmost hearts possess ;

So may our canticles of praise

Thy name for ever bless.

They in His Body see the wounds
Like stars divinely glow ;

TJien forth, as His true Witnesses,

Throughout the world they go.

Keep us, O Jesu ! from the death

Of sin
;
and deign to be

The everlasting Paschal joy
Of all new-born in Thee.

Praise to the Father, and the Son,
^\Qio from the dead arose

;

Praise to the blessed Paraclete,

While age on ages flows.

[TR. REV. K. CASWALL]

(262)
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St. John.

SAINT
of the Sacred Heart.

Sweet teacher of the Word,
Partner of Mary's woes,
And favourite of thy Lord !

Thou to whom grace was given
To stand where Peter fell

;

Whose heart could brook the Cross

Of Him it loved so well I

We know not all thy gifts ;

But this Christ bids us see,

That He who so loved all

Found more to love in thee.

When the last evening came,

Thy head was on His breast,

Pillowed on earth, where now
In Heaven the saints find rest.

^.B,— T/k; Txincs to Hymns

Dear Saint ! I stand far off,

With vilest sins opi)rest ;

Oh may I dare, like thee.

To lean upon His breast ]

His touch could heal the sick.

His voice could raise the dead 1

Oh that my soul might be

Where He allows thy head.

The gifts He gave to thee

He gave thee to impart :

And I, too, claim with thee

His Mother and His Heart.

Ah teach me, then, dear Saint !

The secrets Christ taught thee,

The beatings of His Heart,
And how it beat for me.

[RKV. F. W. FABER]

141 and 173 are also suitably.
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Quae dixit, egit, pertulit.

Old Office of St. John.

THE life which God'.s Incarnate Word
Lived here below with men,

Three blest Evangelists record

With Heav'n-inspired pen :

There too, with that angelic love

Did he his bosom till,

Which, once enkindled from above.
Breathes in his pages still.

John penetrates on eagle wing
The Father's dread abode

;

And shows the mystery A\'herein

The Word subsists with God.

Oh, dear to Christ 1
—to thee upon

His Cross, of all bereft,

Thou virgin soul ! the Virgin Son
His Virgin Mother left.

Pure Saint I upon his Saviour's breast.
Invited to recline,

'Twas thence he drew, in moments blest,

His knowledge all divine :

To Jesus, born of Virgin bright.

Praise with the Father be ;

Praise to the Spirit Paraclete,

Through all eternity.

[Tu. i;kv. v.. caswall]
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St. John.

AN exile for the Faith

Of thy Incarnate Lord,

Beyond the stars,—beyond all space,

Thy soul unprison'd soar'd :

Jussu tyranni pro fide.

There the new City, bathed
In her dear Spouse's light.

Pure seat of bliss, thy spirit saw,
And gloried in the sight.

There saw in glory Him
Who liveth, and was detid

;

There Juda's Lion, and the Lamb
That for our ransom bled :

Now to tho Lamb's clear fount.

To drink of life their fill

Thou callest all ;—O Lord, in me
This blessed thirst instil.

There of the Kingdom learnt

The mysteries sublime.

How, sown in Martyrs' l)lood, the Faith

Should spread from clime to clinic.

To Jesus, Virgin-born,
Praise with the Father be

;

Praise to the Spirit Paraclete,

Through all eternity.

(NICHOLAS LE TOURNEAt'X. TK. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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St. Andrew.

GREAT
Saint Andrew, Friend of Jesus,

Lover of His glorious Cross,

Early by His voice effective

Called from ease to pain and loss,

Sweet Saint Andrew, Simon's brother.
Who with haste fraternal flew.

Fain "nith him to share the treasure

Which, at Jesus' lips, he drew.

Blest Saint Andrew, Jesus' herald.
Meek Apostle, Martyr bold,

Who, by deeds his words confirming,
Seal'd with blood the truth he told.

Ne'er to king was crown so beauteous,
Ne'er was prize to heart so dear.

As to him the Cross of Jesus

When its promised joys drew near.

Loved Saint Andrew, Scotland's patron,
Watch thy land with heedful eye.

Rally round the Cross of Jesus

All her storied chivalry !

To the Father, Son, and Spirit,

Fount of sanctity and love.

Give we glory, now and ever.

With the saints who reign above.

[CANON OAKELET]
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Deus tuorum militum.

Vespers for One Martyr.

OTHOU,
of all Thy Avarriors Lord,

Thyself the crown and sure reward

Set us from sinful fetters free,

Who sing Thy Martyr's victory.

Right manfully his cross he bore.

And ran his race of torments sore :

For Thee he pour'd his life away ;

With Thee he lives in endless day.

In selfish pleasures' worldly round

The taste of bitter gall he found
;

But sweet to him was Thy dear Name,
And so to heavenly joys he came.

We, then, before Thee l)ending low,

Intreat Thee, Lord, Thy love to show
On this the day Thy Martyr died,

Who in Thy Saints art glorified 1

To God the Father, with the Son,
And Holy Spirit, Three in One,
Be ])raise and glory evermore,
As in th' eternity before !

[TR. KEY. E. CASWALLl
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Rex gloriose martyrum.

Lauds foe Many Martyrs.

OTHOU,
the Martyrs' glorious King !

Of Confessors the crown and prize ;

Who dost to joy celestial bring
Those who the joys of earth despise ;

By all the praise Thy Saints have won
;

By all their pains in days gone by ;

By all the deeds which they have done
;

Hear Thou Thy suppliant people's cry.

Thou dost amid Thy Martyrs fight ;

Thy Confessors Thou dost forgive ;

May Ave find mercy in Thy sight,

And in Thy sacred presence live.

To God the Father glory be.

And to His sole begotten Son
;

And glory, Holy Ghost, to Thee 1

While everlasting ages run.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]

( 269 )
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English Martyrs.

MAKTYRS
of England ! standing on high

Warrior-band of the great White Throne—
Martyrs of England 1 list to our cry,

Pray for the country you called your own.

Not as strangers of far-ofl" land
;

Not as heroes of long ago ;

Our English speech ye can understand :

Our cities, and hills, and fields ye know.

Nighest to us of the AVhite-robed Host ;

Bound to us as our kith and kin
;

Get us the love that counts no cost,

That knows no fear but the fear of sin.

Martyrs of England ! keep us true.

True to Jesus, whate'er the pain ;

Martyrs of England ! we look to you ;

Win our country to Christ again.

Many, alas I your blood forget ;

Many your combat do not know
;

We, your children, will pay the debt

Our thankless country to you doth owe.

Few are the shrines o'er your scattered dust.
Grateful hearts are your living fane

;

Your incense, our love, and prayer, and trust

Till England honour her Saints again.

Jesus, Master ! how long, how long
Shall the nation's rage Thy glory foil 1

The blood of Thy Martyrs—a mighty throng—
Cries to Thee from our hallowed soil.

Lord of glory, holy and true,

Honour those that have honour'd Thee
;

Bid Thy people, the whole world through.
Hail them as Saints on bended knee.

King of the Martyrs ! these are they
Whose blood for Thee in our land was given ;

King of the Martyrs I their children pray,
Crown them on earth as Thou hast in Heaven.

[SISTER MARY XAVlKR]

(271)
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English Martyrs.

TYBURN'S days are long forgiven, unforgotten is the pain ;

Time can never dim the traces of the cruel blood-red stain ;

And the Martyrs' cry for vengeance rises up before Thy throne :
—

" Save the land we love so well, Lord ! claim its children for Thine own."

For the blood they shed so gladly mu.st bear living fruit one day :

Let that day be swift in coming, for we cannot brook delay ;

Precious lives are daily shipwrecked on the sea of doubt and strife
;

Human souls are ever hungry for the word that giveth life.

And the labourers are few, Lord, while the fields are growing white

With their human harvest, waiting for God's sickle keen and bright,
-

For the sictle of the Gospel, keener than the victor's sword,
That shall gather in the harvest to the storehouse of the Lord.

Look upon this land, deep watered with the blood of Martyrs slain

Surely these who were our kinsmen have not bled for us in vain
;

We, like them, are stoutly fighting for the souls of men to-day,

And we claim them for our brothers who have fallen in the fray.

So for ever through the ages as they stand before Thy throne

May the glory of their triumph for our sinful past atone ;

May the wounds they bore for Thee, Lord, ever flashing ruby l^'ight,

Guide us through the darksome future, till we rest within Thy sight.

[REV. J. REEKS]

N.B.— Tune 198 may also be sung to this Hymn,
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St. George.
T EADER now on earth no longer,
-L-J Soldier of th' eternal King,
Victor in the tight for Heaven,
We thy loving praises sing.
Great Saint George, our patron, help u^

1)1 the conflict be thou nigh ;

Help us in that daily battle,

Where each one must win or die.

Praise him who in deadly battle

Never shrank from foeman's sword,
Proof against all earthly weapon,
Gave his life for Christ the Loid.
Great Saint George, &c.

Who, when earthly war was over.

Fought, but not for earth's i-enown
;

Fought, and won a nobler glory
—

Won the martyr's purple crown.
Great Saint George, &c.

Help us when temptation pres.ses,

We have still our cro^\^l to -ndn
;

Help us when Qur soul is weary
Fighting with the powers of sin.

Great Saint George, Szc.

Clothe us in thy shining armoui'.
Place thy good sword in our hand ;

Teach us how to wield it, fighting-

Onward towards the heavenly laud.

Great Saint George, «fec.

Onward, till, our striving over.

On life's battlefield we fall,

Resting then, but ever ready,

Waiting for the angel's call.

Great Saint George, itc.

[REV. J. REEKS]
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St. George.

ARM ! arm I for the struggle approaches,

Prepare for the combat of life
;

Saint George ! be our watchword in battle,

Saint George I be our strength in the strife.

Great Saint, from the throne of thy splendour,
Look down on thy own chosen isle,

Soon, soon may they share in thy glory,

Who faithfully strive here awhile.

The land of thy love is a desert,

Its temples and altars are bare.

The finger of death is upon it,

The footprints of Satan are there.

Arise in the might of thy power.
And scatter the foes of the Lord ;

As the idols of Rome in their temple
Were crushed at the sound of thy word.

Oh, bring back the faith that we cherish,

For which thou hast nolily withstood

The tortures and rack of the tyrant,
That faith which thou seal'dst with thy blood.
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Iste Confessor Domini.

Confessors, Vespers.

THE Confessoi- of Christ, from .shore to shore

Worshipp'd with solemn rite
;

This day with merits full, his labours oer,

Went to his seat in light.

{If it be not the day of his death.)

This day receives those honours which are his.

High in the realms of light.

Holy and innocent Avere all his ways :

8weet, temperate, iinstaind ;

His life was prayer
—his every breath was jiraisc,

While breath to him remain'd.

Ofttimes have miracles in many a land

His sanctity disjdayed :

And still doth health return at his command
To many a frame decay'd.

Therefore to him triumi)hant praise we pay,
And yearly songs renew ;

Praying our glorious Saint for us to pray.

All the long ages through.

To God, of all the centre and the source.

Be jjower and glory given ;

Who sways the mighty world through all its course,

From the bright throne of Heaven.
ITi;. KEY. E. CASWALL]
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8t. Patrick.

HAIL, glorious Saint Patrick, clear Saint of our isle,

On us thy poor children bestow a sweet smile :

And now thou art high in the mansions above.
On Erin's green valleys look down in thy love.

Hail, glorious Saint Patrick ! thy words were once strong

Against Satan's wiles and a heretic throng ;

Not less is thy might where in Heaven thou art
;

Oh, come to our aid, in our battle take part.

In the Avar against sin, in the fight for the faith.

Dear Saint, may thy children resist unto death
;

May their strength be in meekness, in penance, in prayer.
Their banner the Cross which they glory to bear.

Thy people, now exiles on many a shore,

Shall love and revere thee till time be no more
;

And the fire thou hast kindled shall ever burn bri^

Its warmth undiminished, undying its light.

lit,

Ever bless and defend the sweet land of our birth,

Where the shamrock still blooms as when thou wert on earth,
And our hearts shall yet burn, wheresoever we roam.
For God and Saint Patrick, and our native home.

[bIBTKR AONKSJ
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St. Patrick.

SAINT
Patrick, for our country pray,

Our ever-faithful land,

Whose martyred hosts so gloriously

Before God's great throne stand
;

Look down upon thy children here,

Look down upon our race,

And bless, dear Saint, this little isle

And each one's native place.

Oh, hear, Saint Patrick, while we pray ,

Thou art our own dear Saint ;

Uphold the weak, protect the young.
Give strength to souls that faint

;

Thou know'st how we are tempted still,

Thou know'st how we are tried,

Thou know'st that we are faithful too,

Whatever ills betide.

Oh, help our poor in ))atient love

To bear their suffering life.

To think of that great victory

Which cometh after strife
;

Keep from them all revengeful thoughts
Whene'er they suffer wrong—

The meek alone are crowned in Heav'n,
And Heav'n will come ere long.

We are thy cliildreii, Idessed Saint,

The children of thy love
;

^^'e know how mighty is thy prayer,

How it Avas heard above
;

Pray for us now, for i)riest and nun,
For rich men and for poor.

That to the end, however tried,

Our faith may still endure.

[AXON.
" HYMNS FOR ECCLESIASTICAL YEAR"1

( 2!:1 )
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N.B.—Criticism of this Tttne is disarmed by the fact that Faber wrote his wo7-ds for it.

St. Patrick.

ALL praise to Saint Patrick who brought to our mountains
The gifts of God's faith, the sweet light of His love !

All praise to the shepherd who showed us the fountains

That rise in the Heart of the Saviour above !

For hundreds of years,
In smiles and in tears.

Our Saint has been with us, our shield and our stay ;

All else may have gone,
Saint Patrick alone.

He hath been to us light when earth's lights were all set,

For the glories of faith they can never decay ;

And the best of our glories is bright with us yet,

In the faith and the feast of Saint Patrick's Day.

There is not a saint in the bright courts of Heaven
More faithful than he to the land of his choice

;

Oh, well may the nation to whom he was given,
In the feast of their sire and apostle rejoice !

In glory above.
True to his love,

He keeps the false faith from his children away ;

The dark false faith,

That is worse than death,

Oh, he drives it far oif from the green sunny shore.

Like the reptiles which fled from his curse in dismay ;

And Erin, when error's proud triumph is o'er,

Will still be found keeping Saint Patrick's Day.

Then what shall we do for thee. Heaven-sent Father ?

What shall the proof of our loyalty be 1

By all that is dear to our hearts, we would rather

Be martyred, sweet Saint ! than bring shame upon thee 1

But oh, he will take

The promise we make,
So to live that our lives by God's help may display

The light that he bore

To Erin's shore :

Yes ! Father of Ireland ! no child wilt thou own,
Whose life is not lighted by grace on its way ;

For they are true Irish, oh yes ! they alone.

Whose hearts are all true on Saint Patrick's Day.
,
2g3 X [REV. F. W. FABER]
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8t. Gregory the Great.

LORD,
receive our thankful homage,

Who, from toils of error freed,

Bless Thee for the hand that saved us.

And the heart that felt our need—
For Saint Gregory our father.

Vigilant in name and deed.

Lovingly he looks upon them.

Sighing, as he sets them free :

"
If these little ones are Angles,

Surely angels shall they be.

Singing joyous Alleluias,

Saved from wrath, dear Lord, to Thee I

"

For our own, our dear apostle.

Gregory the Great, the Blest,

AVho, while England lay in darkness,

Spared no labour, knew no rest
;

For the gracious love he bore us.

Be Thy holy name confessed !

When on Peter's throne uplifted.

All the churches claim his care,

Yet his heart is most in England
With his sons who battle there.

And he aids them in the conflict

By the arm of ceaseless prayer.

Love that grew, since first those children.

Fettered in a Eoman mart.
With their bright young beauty w'on him

Help and comfort to impart
—

From that day he bore our England
Graven ever on his heart.

Thus our own we joy to name him,

Though our shores he never trod :

Though our sins have marred his life-work.

And we bow beneath Thy rod,

Jesu, may our father's pleading
Gain the land once more for God.

[MOM BEDE CAMM, O.S.B.]
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Doctors.
O qui perpetuus nos monitor doces.

OTHOU,
th' eternal Father's Word !

What though on earth Thy voice is

No longer, as of yore ; [heard

Still, age by age, dost Thou supply
With holy teachers from on high

Thy Church for evermore.

They, in Thy stead, the truth maintain,
And guard the Christian Faith from stain,

Against its deadly foes
;

Which, under such protecting care,

For ever fresh, for ever fair,

In virgin beauty glows.

Remnants of superstition old,

Falsehood and error from the fold

'Tis theirs to drive away ;

( 285 )

Theirs to recover to the Lord
The souls, whom heresy and fraud

Have made a wretched prey.

They, to the long hoar-headed line

Of Fathers, pointing,
—as they shine

Far in the ages deep,
—

Preserve the ancient doctrines pure ;

Confute the novel
;
and secure

The great deposit keep.

All praise to Thee, who by the pen
Of saintly doctors, teaching men
Thy truths, O Truth sublime !

Without a word, without a sound.

Thy grace diffusest all around,

Thy glory through all time.

LTR. REV. E. CASWALL)



Jesu corona Virginum,
Virgins s.

DEAR Crown of all the Virgiu-choir !

That holy Mothers Virgin Son !

Who is, alone of womankind,
Mother and Virgin both in one.

And still wherever Thou dost bend

Thy lovely steps, O glorious King,

Virgins upon Thy steps attend.

And hynins to Thy high glory sing.

Encircled by Thy virgin band
Amid the lilies Thou art found

;

For Thy pure brides with lavish hand

Scattering immortal graces round.

Keep us, O Purity divine.

From every least corruption free
;

Our every sense from sin refine.

And purify our souls for Thee.

To God the Father, and the Son,
All honour, glory, praise be given ;

With Thee, co-equal Paraclete !

For evermore in earth and Heaven.

(TR. REV. E. CASWALLJ
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St. Agnes.

SWEET Agnes, holy child,

All purity.

Oh, may we, undefiled.
Be pure as thee :

Ready our blood to .shed

Forth as the martyrs led,
The path of pain to tread,
And die like thee.

O gentle patroness
Of holy youth.

Ask God all those to bless

Who love the truth :

Oh, guide us on our way
Unto th' eternal day,
With hearts all pure and gay.

Dear Saint, like thine.

Look downi and hear our prayer
From realms above.

Show us thy tender care,

Thy guiding love :

Oh, keep us in thy sight,

Till in th' unclouded light
Of Heaven's pure vision bright
We dwell with thee.
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St. Cecilia.

T ET the deep organ swell the lay,
-L^ In honour of this festive day ;

Let the harmonious choirs proclaim
Cecilia's ever-blessed name.

Rome gave the virgin martyr birth,

Whose holy name hath filled the earth
;

And from the early dawn of youth,
She fixed her heart on God and truth.

Then from the world's bewildering strife,

In peace she spent her holy life—
Teaching the organ to combine
With voice, to praise the Lamb divine.

Cecilia, with a twofold crown

Adorned in Heaven, we pray look down

Upon thy fervent votaries here,

And hearken to their humble prayer.

[RKV. C. PI8K]

( 288 )



SAINTS.

209

(S>-
-^-

SfeEB
I

I

.^_ .^. .^.

i=p- 1^31^ P P* r4— ^ 1^ :^::_c^.

:g^

-Ci .Q_ .

-t: :^ icz :^^^=^
-I

—
I

—
r-

1221H

St. Winifred.
Virgo vernans velut rosa.

I
"jV
/TORE fair than all the vernal flowers

-*-»-L Embosom'd in the dales,

Saint Winifred in beauty bloom'd,
The rose of ancient Wales.

He straight the debt of vengeance paid,

Ingulf'd in yawning flame
;

But God a deed of wonder work'd

To her immortal fame.

With every loveliest grace adorn'd,
The Lamb's unsullied bride.

Apart from all the world she dwelt

W Upon this mountain side.

Till Caradoc, with impious love,

P Her fleeing steps pursued,
And in her sacred maiden blood

His cruel hands imbrued.

For where the grassy sward received

The Martyr's sever'd head,
This holy fountain upward gush'd,

Of crystal vein'd with red.

Here miracles of might are wrought ;

Here all diseases fly ;

Here see the blind, and speak the dumb,
Who but in faith draw nigh.

Assist us, glorious Winifred,
Dear Virgin, ever blest !

The passions of our hearts appease.
And lull each storm to rest.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALLJ
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Clarae did gaudiis.

St. Anne.

SPOTLESS
Anna ! Juda's glory !

Through the Church from East to West,

Every tongue proclaims thy praises,

Holy Mary's Mother blest.

Under thy protecting banner
Here assembled in thy name,

Mary's Mother, gracious Anna,
Grace and help of thee we claim.

Saintly Kings and priestly Sires

Blended in thy sacred line ;

Thou in virtue, all before thee

Didst excel by grace divine.

Under thy protecting banner, &c.

Link'd in bonds of purest wedlock,
Thine it was for us to bear,

By the favour of High Heaven,
Our auroral Virgin Star.

Under thy protecting banner, itc.

From thy stem in beauty budded
Ancient Jesse's mystic rod

;

Earth from thee received the Mother
Of th' Almighty Son of God.

Under thy protecting banner, &c.

All the human race benighted
In the depths of darkness lay ;

When in Anne it saw the dawning
Of the long-expected day.
Under thy protecting banner, &c.

Honour, glory, virtue, merit,
Be to Thee, O Virgin's Son !

With the Father and the Spirit,

While eternal ages run.

Under thy protecting banner, kc.

(2*>1)

[.TK. REV. E. CASWAIL]
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St. Mary Magdalene.

FATHER
of light ! one glance of Thine,

WTiose eyes the Universe control,

Fills Magdalene with holy love,

And melts the ice within her soul.

Pater superni luminis.

Impassion'd to the Cross she clings,

Nor fears beside the tomb to stay ;

Nought of its ruffian guard she recks,
For love has cast all fear away.

Her precious ointment forth she brings,

Upon those sacred feet to pour ;

She washes them with burning tears ;

And with her hair she wipes them o'er.

O Christ, Thou very Love itself ! [given !

Blest hope of man, through Thee for-

So touch our spirits from above,
So purify our souls for Heaven.

To Grod the Father with the Son
And Holy Paraclete, Avith Thee,

As evermore hath been before.

Be glory through eternity.

[CARDINAL BELLARMINE. TR. EKV, E. CASWALL]
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MY God ! how wonderful Thou art,

Thy Majesty how bright,

How beautiful Thy Mercy-seat
In depths of burning light !

How dread are Thine eternal years,

O everlasting Lord I

By prostrate spirits day and night

Incessantly adored !

How beautiful, how beautiful

The sight of Thee must be,

Thine endless wisdom, boundless power.
And awful purity !

Oh, how I fear Thee, Living God !

With deepest, tenderest fears,

And worship Thee with trembling hope,
And penitential tears.

Yet I may love Thee too, O Lord !

Almighty as Thou art.

For Thou hast stooped to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

Oh, tlien, this Avorse than worthless heart

In pity deign to take.

And make it love Thee, for Thyself
And for Thy glory's sake.

No earthly father loves like Thee,
No mother half so mild

Bears and forbears, as Thou hast done.

With me. Thy sinful child.

Only to sit and think of God,

Oh, what a joy it is 1

To think the tlaought, to breathe the Name,
Earth has no higher bliss I

Father of Jesus, love's Reward I

What rapture will it be.

Prostrate before Thy Throne to lie,

And gaze and gaze on Thee 1

[REV. F. W. FABER]
( 293 )



213 GENERAL.
With dignity.

o

S
12^
-^-

5=i=^:
-is

=?2=^^t;

-<s'- .i2-

-=?=^

I I

^-

t^- =^ rsi: ^^-

I I

1=^-.

m =ap= ^^ES
' c> ck —G

12^ -^ ^S'- ^S*-— n-,
STKi^ 1221

-1^
:?2: 1 g?.

PRAISE
Ave our God with joj'

And gladness never ending ;

Angels and saints with us

Their grateful voices blending.
He is our Father dear,

With Parent's love o'erflowing ;

Mercies unsought, unknown.
On wayAvard hearts bestowing.

He is our Shepherd true
;

With watchful care unsleeping,
On us, His erring sheep.
An eye of pity keeping.

He •R'ith a mighty arm
The bonds of sin hath broken,

And to our burden'd hearts

The words of peace hath spoken.

Graces in copious stream

From that pure fount are welling,

Where, in our heart of hearts.

Our God hath set His dwelling.
His Avord our lantern is,

His peace our consolation,

His sAveetness all our rest,

Himself our great salvation.

[CANON OAKELEY]
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LOVING Shepherd of Thy sheep,

Keep me, Lord, in safety keep ;

Nothing can Thy power withstand.
None can pluck me from Thy hand.

Loving Shepherd, Thou didst give
Thine oM'n life that I might live

;

May I love Thee day by day.

Gladly Thy sweet will obey.

Loving Shepherd, ever near.

Teach me still Thy voice to hear
;

Suffer not my step to stray
From the strait and narrow way.

Where Thou leadest may I go.

Walking in Thy steps below
;

Then before Thy Father's throne,

Jesu, claim me for Thine own.

[MISS LEESON]

( 295 )



GENERAL.
215

i.

^4F^
P0

-^ rJ—-?^ -<s>-

_.

P^-
-^

-(S»- -Q^ :^;:;t
r^' ^^^w 'Gt-^—HS» -^ (S"-

_^_^_^ _^ ^
S:fc?^--^:-(S-i-^—<^~T^j . ^-^

-J-
E

1^

.C2-
(S^- -z^.

Z2:

iS=S:

r —I

—h m q^ :^i=^: la:
It ^:

S=»-P=F^ -GS>—IS- -^ (S>- _^_i_

_Q.. dL.

r^

fet&^E?t
_.«!IL

-^--^

:&:;a
-fS>-

^

1=

-QS-f-r

pJ
—

fe^^=^- ^U^J
"P"

-iS"-
?2: -<s>-

^:^i
Q Q-

0it:^^^
ie
fS>-

-o-^
1^2:

©Sb

I I

I

s;

.f!:^_

:q
-(S>- :p2d

J-
-s>—<s>-

izSzi
^_^_

1 !

^-.^-

i^2r-_^ a: Q>
•

-?I2"

is»-

-S»— •

p±p.-jMr2

:^: -s?-^H-

(S>—<S>—(S>-
-<^-

-«s»—<s^

fcEE^E^
Sfe

©—t^-r?^::sL-='-
<s»-

^:
T^~-

^=r-
i:^=P-

:^:
"^"i

O-
Hi

-<s>—<s>-
;s3

( 296 )



GENERAL.

SWEET
Saviour ! bless us ere we go ;

Thy word into our minds instil
;

And make our lukewarm hearts to glow
With lowly love and fervent will.

Through life's long day and death's dark night,

O gentle Jesus ! be our light.

The day is done
;

its hours have run
;

And Thou hast taken count of all,

The scanty triumphs grace has won,
The broken vow, the frequent fall,

Through life's long day and death's dark night,

O gentle Jesus ! be our light.

Grant us, dear Lord ! from evil ways
True absolution and release

;

And bless us more than in past days
With purity and inward peace.

Through life's long day and death's dark night,

O gentle Jesus 1 be our light.

Do more than pardon ; give us joy,

Sweet fear.and sober liberty.

And loving hearts without alloy,

That only long to be like Thee.

Through life's long day and death's dark night,

O gentle Jesus 1 be our light.

Labour is sweet, for Thou hast toiled.

And care is light, for Thou hast cared
;

Let not our works with self be soiled.

Nor in unsimple ways ensnared.

Through life's long day and death's dark night,

O gentle Jesus ! be our light.

For all we love—the poor, the sad.

The sinful— unto Thee we call
;

Oh let Thy mercy make us glad ;

Thou art our Jesus and our All.

Through life's long day and death's dark night,

O gentle Jesus ! be our light.

[RKV. F. W. FABER]
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GENERAL.

WHY art thou .sorro^^-fu], servant of God ?

And what is this duhiess that hangs o'er thee now ]

Sing the praises of Jesus, and sing them aloud,

And the song shall dispel the dark cloud from thy brow.

For is there a thought in the wide world so sweet,

As that God has so cared for us, bad as we are,

That He thinks for us, plans for us, stoops to entreat,

And follows us, wander we ever so far ?

Then how can the heart e'er be drooping or sad,

Which God hath once touched with the light of His grace 1

Can the child have a doubt who but lately hath laid

Himself to repose in his father's embrace 1

And is it not wonderful, servant of God !

That He should have honoured us so with His love,

That the sorrows of life should but shorten the road

Which leads to Himself and the mansion above 1

Oh then, when the spirit of darkness comes down,
With clouds and uncertainties into thy heart.

One look to thy Saviour, one thought of thy crown,

And the tempest is over, the shadows depart.

That God hath once whispered a word in thine ear,

Or sent thee from Heaven one sorrow for sin.

Is enough for a life both to banish all fear.

And to turn into peace all the troubles within.

[REV. F. W. FABEU)
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GENERAL.

YES,
Heaven is the prize

My soul shall strive to gain ;

One glimpse of Paradise

Kepays a life of pain.

'Tis Heaven ; yes. Heaven ; yes,

Heaven is the prize ;

'Tis Heaven ; 'tis Heaven ; yes,

Heaven is the prize.

Yes, Heaven is the prize !

My soul, oh think of this

All earthly goods despise

For such a crown of bliss.

'Tis Heaven, &c.

Yes, Heaven is the prize !

When sorrows press around.
Look up beyond the skies,

Where hope and strength are found.

'Tis Heaven, &c.

Yes, Heaven is the prize I

Oh, 'tis not hard to gain ;

He surely wins who tries,

For hope can conquer pain.

'Tis Heaven, <kc.

Yes, Heaven is the prize !

The strife will soon be past :

Faint not, but raise your eyes
And struggle to the last.

'Tis Heaven, &c.

Yes, Heaven is the prize !

Faith shows the crown to gain

Hope lights the way and dies
;

But love will always reign.

'Tis Heaven, &c.

Yes, Heaven is the prize !

Too much cannot be given ;

And he alone is wise

Who gives up all for Heaven.

'Tis Heaven, &c.

Yes, Heaven is the prize !

Death opens wide the door,

And then the spirit flies

To God for evermore.

'Tis Heaven ; yes, Heaven
; yes,

Heaven is the prize ;

'Tis Heaven ;
'tis Heaven

; yes,

Heaven is the prize.

[REV. K. VAUGHAN, C.SS.R.l
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GENERAL.

JESUS,
ever-loving Saviour,

Thou didst live and die for me
;

Living, I will live to love Thee,

Dying, I will die for Thee.

Jesus 1 Jesus !

By Thy life and death and sorrow

Help me in my agony.

Mary, thou canst not forsake me.

Virgin-mother undefiled
;

Thou didst not abandon Jesus,

Dying, tortured, and reviled.

Jesus ! Jesus 1

Send Thy Mother to console me :

Mary, help thy guilty child.

When the last dread hour approaching
Fills my guilty soul with fear.

All my sins rise up before me,
All my virtues disappear.

Jesus ! Jesus I

Turn not Thou in anger from me
;

Mary, Joseph, then be near.

Jesus, when in cruel anguish

Dying on the shameful tree.

All abandoned by Thy Father,
Thou didst writhe in agony.

Jesus ! Jesus !

By those three long hours of sorrow

Thou didst purchase hope for me.

Kindest Jesus, Thou wert standing

By Thy foster-father's bed
While Thy Mother, softly praying.
Held her dying .Joseph's head.

Jesus ! Jesus !

By that death so calm and holy
Soothe me in that hour of dread.

When the priest, with holy unction,

Prays for mercy and for grace.

May the tears of deep compunction
All my guilty stains efface.

Jesus ! Jesus I

Let me find in Thee a refuge,

In Thy heart a resting-place.

Then, by all that Thou didst suffer.

Grant me mercy in that day ;

Help me, Mary, my sweet Mother,

Holy Joseph, near me stay.

Jesus ! Jesus !

Let me die, my lips repeating,

Jesus, mercy 1 Mary, pray 1

-8* [ANON.
" HOLT FAMILY HYMNS," 1860]
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LORD,
for to-morrow and its needs

I do not pray ;

Keep me, my God, from stain of sin,

Just for to-day.

Let me in season, Lord, be grave,
In season, gay ;

Let me be faithful to Thy grace,

Just for to-day.

Let me both diligently work,
And duly pray ;

Let me be kind in word and deed,
Just for to-day.

And if to-day my tide of life

Should ebb away,
Give me Thy sacraments divine

Sweet Lord, to-day.

Let me be slow to do my will,

Prompt to obey ;

Help me to mortify my flesh.

Just for to-day.

In Purgatory's cleansing fires

Brief be my stay ;

Oh, bid me, if to-day I die.

Go home to-day.

Let me no wrong or idle word

Unthinking say ;

Set Thou a seal upon my lips.

Just for to-day.

So, for to-morrow and its need?,

I do not pray ;

But keep me, guide me, love me. Lord,
Just for to-day.

[SISTER M. XAVIER]
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OH, say not thou art left of God,
Because His tokens in the sky

Thou canst not read : this earth He trod

To teach thee He was ever nigh.

And when thou liest, by slumber bound,
Outwearied in the Christian fight,

In glory, girt with Saints around.
He stands above thee through the night.

He sees, beneath the fig-tree green,
Nathaniel con His sacred lore

;

Shouldst thou thy chamber seek, unseen.
He enters through the unopen'd door.

When friends to Emmausbend their course,

He joins, although He holds their eyes :

Or, shouldst thou feel some fever's force,

He takes thy hand, He bids thee rise.

Or on a voyage, when storms prevail.

And threaten thee upon the sea,

He walks the wave. He wings the sail.

The shore is gain'd, and thou art free.

[CARDINAL NKWKAN]
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UNVEIL,
O Lord, and on us shine,

In glory and in grace ;

This gaudy world grows pale before

The beauty of Thy face.

Its noblest toils are then the scourge
AMiich made Thy blood to flow

;

Its joys are but the treacherous thorns

AVhich circled round Thy brow.

Till Thou art seen, it seems to be

A sort of fairy ground,
"Where suns unsetting light the sky,
And flowers and fruits abound.

And thus, when we renounce for Thee
Its endless aims and fears.

The tender memories of the past,

The hopes of coming years,

But when Thy keener, purer beam
Is pour'd upon our sight,

It loses all its power to charm,
And what was day is night.

Poor is our sacrifice, whose eyes
Ai-e lighted from above ;

We oflFer what we cannot keep,

"\Miat we have ceased to love.

[CARDIKAL KEWMAN]
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WHEN I sink down in gloom or fear,

Hope blighted or delay'd,

Thy whisper, Lord, my heart shall cheer,

"TisI; be not afraid !

"

Or, startled at some sudden blow.

If fretful thoughts I feel,
" Fear not, it is but I !

"
shall flow,

As balm my wound to heal.

Nor vill I quit Thy way, though foes

Some onward pass defend ;

From each rough voice the watchword goes,
" Be not afraid ! . . . a friend !

"

And oh I when judgment's trumpet clear

Awakes me from the grave,

Still in its echo may I hear,
•'
'Tis Christ 1 He comes to save.'

[CABWSAl, .NEWJIAK]
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GENERAL.

Dies irXi

THE day of wrath, that awful day,
Shall all the world in ashes lay,

David and Sibyls prophesy ;

And oh ! what trembling will there be,

When the Judge comes in Majesty,
To try the world unsparingly.

For love of me, sweet Jesus kind,
Thou cam'st on earth

;
call this to mind.

And save me in that day of pain ;

Thou soughtest me with weary care.

To save me Thou the Cross didst bear
;

Let not such labour be in vain.

The trumpet sends its wondrous sound

Through all the tombs beneath the ground,
And brings all to the Judgment Seat ;

Nature and Death shall stand amazed,
When they behold the creature raised,

The Judge's questioning to meet.

Thou, who dost righteous vengeance take,
A grant of free forgiveness make.

Before the accounting day arrives
;

With blushes deep and heartfelt moan,
O God, oppressed with guilt, I groan.

Spare one, who for Thy pardon strives.

I

Now shall the written Book appear,
In which all actions are made clear,

That to this Judgment are assigned ;

The Judge His Judgment Seat shall take.

All hidden things shall public make.
Nothing impunity shall find.

Who Mary didst absolve from sin,

From whom the thief did pardon win.
Thou givest hope to me in turn

;

Good Jesus, worthless is my prayer,
Yet deign to grant, that I may ne'er

In hell's avenging lire burn.

Unhappy me, what shall I say.

And to what patron shall I pray,
When e'en the just might quake with

O King of fearful Majesty, [dread 1

Thou savest freely, O save me.
Thou art sweet pity's Fountain Head.

Give me a place among Thy sheep,

Far from the goats, oh, let me keep,

And station me on Thy right hand
;

When the accursed confess their shames.

And are condemned to biting flames.

Among the Blessed bid me stand.

Prostrate before Thy Feet I fall.

On Thee with contrite heart I call,

Of my last end, oh, take the care :

Tearful will be that day of ^^'oe,

When, from his ashes rising now,
Frail man to Judgment must repair ;

Spare him, O God, in mercy spare 1

Jesus, Love reigns within Thy breast,

Grant to the dead eternal rest. Amen.
[ARCHBISHOP BAGSHAWE]

N.B.—For music to the last three lines of verse 9, repeat from asterisk.
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GENERAL.

Act of Faith.

GREAT God, whatever through Thy Church

Thou teachest to be true,

I firmly do believe it all,

And wall confess it too.

Thou never canst deceived be,

Thou never canst deceive,

For Thou art truth itself, and Thou
Dost tell me to believe.

Art of Hope.

My God, I firmly hope in Thee,

For Thou art great and good ;

Thou gavest us Thine only Son
To die upon the Rood.

I hope through Him for grace to live

As Thy commandments teach,

And through Thy mercy, when I die

The joys of Heaven to reach.

Act of Love.

With all my heart and soul and strength

I love Thee, O my Lord,

For Thou art perfect, and all things

Were made by Thy blest Word.

Like me to Thine own image made,

My neighbour Thou didst make,
And as I love myself, I love

My neighbour for Thy sake.

Act of Contrition.

Most holy God, my very soul

With grief sincere is moved.

Because I have offended Thee,

Whom I should e'er have loved.

Forgive me, Father ;
I am now

Resolved to sin no more,

And by Thy holy grace to shun

What made me sin before.

[ANOS. "HYMNS FOR THK TEAR" 18**^
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GENERAL.

The Holy Family.

HAPPY we, who thus united

Join in cheerful melody ;

Praising Jesus, Mary, Joseph,
In the "

Holy Family."

Jesus, Mary, Joseph, help us,

That we ever true may be.

To the pi'omises that bind us

To the
"
Holy Family."

Jesus, whose almighty bidding
All created things fulfil.

Lives on earth in meek subjection
To His earthly parents' will.

Sweetest Infant, make us patient
And obedient for Thy sake

;

Teach us to be chaste and gentle,

All our stormy passions break.

Mary ! thou alone wert chosen

To be Mother of thy Lord :

Thou didst guide the early footsteps

Of the Great Incarnate Word.

Dearest Mother ! make us humble
For thy Son will take His rest

In the poor and lowly dwelling

Of a humble sinner's breast.

Joseph ! thou Avert called the father

Of thy Maker and thy Lord
;

Thine it was to save thy Saviour

From the cruel Herod's sword.

Suffer us to call thee father
;

Show to us a father's love
;

Lead us safe through every danger
Till we meet in Heaven above.

[REV. K. VAUOHAJJ, C.6S.K.)
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The Holy Family.

LET those who seek the world to please
Do all for honour, Avealth, and ease ;

But in the Holy Family
A nobler motive far have we.

Living, we vnl\ say joyfully each day,

All for Jesus, Mary, Joseph !

Dying, we will cry, till our latest sigh,

All for Jesus, Mary, Joseph !

O wicked world ! we know thee well
;

Thy works and maxims lead to hell
;

We were thy slaves, but now are free,

We serve the Holy Family.

Living, we will say, &c.

What matter though we sometimes bear

A little suffering, toil, and care
;

We serve a good and bounteous Lord,

And Heaven will soon be our reward.

Living, we will say, &:c.

What though despised and poor we be.

We're like the Holy Family :

If They could poverty endure.

We should be proud to be as poor.

Living, we will saj', &c.

And when this wretched life is past.

And every moment seems the last.

Oh, then the Holy Family
Our sweetest hope in death will be I

Living, we will say, itc

[REV. K VAUGHAN, r.PS.n.l
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The Rosary.

I. The Annunciation.—Htimility.

HAIL,
full of grace and purity !

Meek Handmaid of the Lord,

Hail, model of humility !

Chaste Mother of the Word.

II. Tlie Visitation.—Charity to our

Neighbours.

By that pure love which prompted thee

To seek thy cousin blest,

Pray that the fires of Charity

May burn within our breast.

III. The Birth of Our Lord.—Poverty.

This blessing beg, O Virgin Queen,
From Jesus through His birth,

By holy poverty to wean
Our hearts from things of earth.

The Joyful Mysteries.

IV. Presentation in theTemple.— Obedience.

Most Holy Virgin, Maiden mild.

Obtain for us, we pray,
To imitate thy Holy Child,

By striving to obey.

V. The finding of Our Lord—Love of
Him and of His Sei'vice.

By thy dear Son, restored to thee,

This grace for us implore,
To serve our Lord most faithfully,

And love Him more and more.

Concluding i>erse.

Queen of the Holy Eosary,
AVith tender love look down,

And bless the hearts that offer thee

This chaplet for thy crown.
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The Sorrowful Mysteries.
The Rosary.

I. The Prayer of Our Lord.—Prayer.

Lord, by Thy prayer in agony,
On Olivet, alone.

Teach us to pray, resigned like Thee,
And say,

"
Thy will be done."

ir. The Scourging.
—^fortification.

Sweet Saviour ! who didst bear for me
The scourge's pains intense,

Help me to fly all luxury.
And mortify each sense.

III. The Croivning with Thorns.—
Fm-titnde.

By the sharp thorns so meekly borne.
And scoffs and buffets rude,

Teach us to bear all pain and scorn

With holy fortitude.

IV. The carrying the Cross.—Patience.

Lord, by Thy cross Thy people spare,

And on us pity take.

Help us our daily cross to bear

With patience for Thy sake.

V. The Criicifijcion.
—

Spirit of SeJf-

Sacrijice.

O Jesu, victim for man's fall.

Lamb slain on Calvary,

Accept henceforth our lives, our all,

In sacrifice to Thee.

Concluding verse.

Queen of the Holy Rosary,
With tender love look down,

And bless the hearts that offer thee

This chaplet for thy crown.
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The Glorious Mysteries.

The Rosary.

I. The Resurrection.—Faith.

All hail, great Conqueror, to Thee,

Arisen from the dead !

Grant us the light of faith, that Ave

May in Thy footsteps tread.

n. The Ascension.—Hope.

To Heaven Thou dost ascend again,

Sweet Saviour of our race,

With hope our fainting hearts sustain

To see in Heaven Thy face.

in. The Descent of the Holy Ghost.—

Zeal for Souls.

O Holy Ghost, who didst descend

In cloven tongues of fire,

Our souls, which all to earthward tend.

With burning zeal inspire.

IV. The Assumption.—Devotion to Our

Lady.

Mother of God, enthroned above,

Beseech thy Son anew,

To fill our hearts with childlike love

For thee our Mother too.

V. The Cai-onation of Our Lady.
—

Perseverance.

All gracious Queen of Angels, deign

Our last request to hear.

For us this crowning gift obtain

In grace to persevere.

Concluding verse.

Queen of the Holy Rosary.

With tender love look down,

And bless the hearts that offer thee

This chaplet for thy crown.
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The Joyful
The Rosary.

BY the Archangel's word of love

That announced Thee from above ;

By the gi-ace to ^Nlarj'^ given ;

By Thy first descent from Heaven ;

Child of Mary, hear our cry ;

Thou wert helpless once as we
;

Now enthroned in majesty,
Countless angels sing to Thee.

By that journey made in haste

O'er the desert mountain waste
;

By that voice whose heav'nly tone

Thrill'd the Baptist in the womb ;

Child of Mary, hear our cry, &c.

Mysteries.

By Thy poor and lowly lot.

By the manger and the grot ;

By Thy tender feet and hands

Folded in their swaddling bands :

Child of !Mary, hear our cry, diic.

By the joy of Simeon blest

^^^^en he clasp'd Thee to his breast ;

By the widow'd Anna's song
Pour'd amid the wandering throng,

Child of Mary, hear our cry, &c.

By our Lady's glad delight,

In her temple, at the sight
Of her Child so young and fair.

Wiser than the wisest there ;

Child of Mary, hear our cry, &c.
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The Sorrowful Mysteries.

The Rosary.
By the blood that flow'd from Thee
111 Thy grievous agony ;

By the traitor's guileful kiss,

Filling lip Thy bitterness
;

Jesu, Saviour, hear our cry :

Thou wert suff 'ring once as we
;

Now enthroned in majesty
Countless angels sing to Thee.

By the cords that, round Thee cast,

Bound Thee to the pillar fast
;

By the scourge so meekly borne ;

l*y Thy purple robe of scorn
;

Jesu, Saviour, hear our cry, &c.

T5y the thorns that crown'd Thy head

By Thy sceptre of a reed
;

By Thy foes' on bending knee,

Mocking at Thy royalty ;

Jesu, Saviour, hear our cry, &c.

By the people's crufil jeers ;

By the holy women's tears
;

By Thy footsteps faint and slow,

Weigh'd beneath Thy cross of woe
;

Jesu, Saviour, hear our cry, &c.

By Thy weeping Mother's woo
;

J jy the sword that pierced her through,
When in anguish standing ])y,

On the cross she saw Thee die
;

Jesu, Saviour, hear our cry, «fec.
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The Glorious Mysteries.

The Rosary.
By the first bright Easter-day,
When the stone Avas roll'd away ;

By the glory round Thee shed

At Thy rising from the dead ;

King of glory, liear our cry ;

Make us soon Thy joys to see,

Where enthron'd in majesty
Countless angels sing to Thee.

By Thy parting blessing giv'n

As Thou didst ascend to Heaven
;

By the cloud of living light

Tlaat received Thee out of sight ;

King of glory, hear our cry, &c.

By that rushing sound of might

Coming down from Heaven's height ;

By the cloven tongue of fire.

Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire.

King of glory, hear our cry, &c.

See the Virgin ^Mother rise,

Angels bear her to the skies :

Mount aloft, imperial Queen,
Plead on high the cause of men.

King of glory, hear (hu- ci y, &e.

Mary reigns upon the throne

Pre-ordain'd for her alone ;

Saints and angels round her sing,

Mother of our God and King.

King of glory, hear our cry, &c.

[('. M. CAPDELLJ

( 323)
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SumDAY Vespers.

O BLEST Creator of the light 1 [bring ;

Who dost the dawn from darkness

And framing Nature's depth and height,
Didst with the light Thy work begin ;

Lucis Creator optime.

Keep Thou our souls from schemes of crime,
Nor guilt remorseful let them know

;

Nor, thinking but on things of time. I
Into eternal darkness go.

Who gently blending eve with morn.
Andmorn with eve, did'st call them day;

—
Thick flows the flood of darkness down

;

Oh, hear us as we weep and pray !

Teach us to knock at Heaven's high door

Teach us the prize of life to \nn
;

Teach us all evil to abhor.

And purify ourselves within.

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ;

Hear us, co-equal Son !

\^Tio reignest ^vith the Holy Ghost
WTiile endless ages run.

[TR. KKV. E. CASWALL]
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Te lucis ante terminum.

ATOW with the fa.st-departin^' light, Far otf let idle
vi^^ions

fly :

JN Maker of all ! we ask of Thee, No phantom of the night n.olest .

Of Th; treat mercy, through the night Curl, Thou our ragmg enemy

Oui guaalian and defence to be. That we in chaste repose may rest.

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ;

Hear us, O sole-begotten Son !

Who, with the Holy Ghost most high,

Reignest while endless ages run.

[TR. RKV. E. CASWALL]
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O BREAD of Heaven, beneath this veil

Thou dost my very God conceal :

My Jesus, dearest treasure, hail ;

I love Thee, and adoring kneel
;

Each loving soul by Thee is fed

With Thy own Self in form of bread.

bond of love, that dost unite

The servant to his loving Lord
;

Could I dare live, and not requite
Such love,

—then death Avere meetreward :

1 cannot live unless to prove
Some love for such unmeasur'd love.

Food of life. Thou who dost give
The pledge of immortality ;

1 live
; no, 'tis not I that live

;

God gives me life, God lives in me :

He feeds my soul. He guides my ways,
And every grief with joy repays.

Beloved Lord, in Heaven above.

There, Jesus, Thou awaitest me
;

To gaze on Thee Avith changeless love
;

Yes, thus, I hope, thus shall it be :

For how can He deny me Heaven
Wlio here on earth Himself hath given ?

[ST. ALPHONSUS. TR. REV. E. VADOHAN, C.SS.R,]
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WHAT happiness can equal mine ?

I've found the object of my love.

My Saviour and my Lord divine

Is come to me from Heaven above.

O royal banquet ! heavenly feast !

O flowing Fount of life and grace I

Where God the giver, man the guest,

ileet and unite in sweet embrace.

Ho makes my heart His own abode,
His flesh becomes my daily liread,

He pours on me His healing blood.
And with His life my soul is fed.

Dear Jesus, now my heart is Thine,

Oh, may it never from Thee Hy ;

My God, l)e Thou for ever mine,

And I Thine own eternally.

My Love is mine, and I am His
;

In me He dwells, in Him I live
;

Where could I taste a ])urer bliss ?

What greater boon could Jesus give ?

No more, O Satan, thee I fear I

O world, thy charms I now despise,

For Christ Himself is with me here,

My joy, my life, uiy Paradise I

[REV. F. W. FABKh]
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Jam lucis orto sidere.

Prime.

NOW doth the sun ascend the sky, Oh, may our hearts be pure within !

And wake creation with its ray ;
No cherish'd madness vex the soul !

Keep us from sin, O Lord most high ! IMay abstinence the flesh restrain.

Through all the actions of the day. And its rebellious pride control.

Curb Thou for us th' unruly tongue ;

Teach us the way of peace to prize ;

And close our eyes against the throng
Of earth's absorbing vanities.

So when the evening stars appear.
And in their train the darkness bring

May we, O Lord, with conscience clear,

Our praise to Thy pure glory sing.

To God the Father glory be,

And to His sole-begotten Son
;

Glory, O Holy Ghost ! to Thee,
While everlasting ages run.

ITK. KKV. E. CASWAliLl
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For Use at Sea.

ALL night the Apostles toiled amain
And stoutly plied the oar

;

Against the gale they strove in vain

To reach the distant shore.

He Avent up to them in their ship,

Straightway the tempest died ;

" Thou truly art the Son of God,"

Adoring Him they cried.

At dawn they saw a startling sight,

A ghost they seemed to spy ;

'Twas Jesus walking on the sea :

" Fear not," He said,
"

'tis I."

Temptation's storm our hearts may shake

As Heaven to reach we try :

In darkest hour our Help will come,
And say :

" Fear not, 'tis L"

When death's dark flood shall whelm our soul,

And judgment dread be nigh.

May Jesus come across the wave.
And say :

" Fear not, 'tis I."

[MGR. CANON HALL]
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FoR Use at Sea.

THE fierce gale struck the ship that

The sea of Galilee
; [sailed

While Jesiis slept, the Apostles wept
And prayed on bended knee.

" Be still," He cried, "ye winds and waves !

My loved ones do not harm.

Be still, ye winds ! ye waves, be still 1

"

When lo ! a sudden calm.

"
Arise, O Lord," they fearful cried,
"
Ai'ise, O Lord, and save !

Help, Jesus, help ! or else we sink

Beneath the angry wave."

When sailing life's uncertain sea.

The storm our hearts may scare ;

A^nd God, to test our faith, may seem
Of us to have no care.

" O ye of little faith," He said,
" Why tremble thus with fear ?

What evil thing can you befall,

AVhen I, your help, am near ' "

He watches over Israel
;

He slumbers not nor sleeps :

He loveth all, and in His hand
His loved ones safely keeps.

ISIGR. CAiNOS HALL]
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Jam sol recedit igneus.

Saturday Vespers.

AS fades the glowing orb of day,

To Thee, great source of light, wo pray ;

Blest Three in One, to every heart

Thy beams of life and love impart.

At early dawn, at close of day,

To Thee our vows we humbly pay ;

Mav we, 'mid joys that never end.

With Thy bright saints in homage bend.

[TR, T. J. POTTBK]
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AMIDST
the City's golden towers

A throne of light doth stand :

And there the King, sun-crowned, doth bear

A splendour on each Hand
O Jesus, by Thy Sacred Wounds,
Be evermore our Friend,

Until we reach, through gates of pearl,

Our journey's blissful end.

Beside the altar and the throne

Doth rise a shining stream
;

And life and joy and light for all

Are blended with its gleam.
O Jesus, by Thy Precious Blood,
Be with us evermore,

Until, with all our sins forgiven,

We pass the temple's door.

Within the temple's holiest shrine,

"SMiere stands the mightiest choir,

With beatings of a deathless love

Doth throb a sea of fire.

O Jesus, by Thy Sacred Heart,

Through griefs and pains and fears.

Uplift us to Thy sheltering Home,
And wipe away all tears.

Thou dwellest where that Home of love

Is filled with light divine,

Whilst weary wanderers on the earth

In lingering darkness pine.

O Jesus, jtitiful and kind.

With loving eyes look down.
That on our darkened way may fall

The brightness of Thy Crown.
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CHRLSTMAS
comes to bless the earth

With its wondrous heavenly birth
;

Bright and high the dawning Light
Burneth through the gloom of night.

Thus He reigns beyond the sky
In the love that cannot die ;

Yet with men doth ever dwell,
In the midst of Israel.

God hath come Avith men to dwell,
Christ is Ijorn in Israel

;

Thrilling songs His Angels sing,

Worshipping their Infant King.

So before His Altar now
All His radiant Angels bow ;

Thrilling songs they ever sing,

Worshijiping their hidden King.

Easter with its flaming crown

Tramples all the darkness down
;

TjTant spectres of the gloom
Die before the open Tomb.

Comes the shadow of the tomb.
Comes the fearful day of doom

;

Darkling clouds about us lower :

Jesus, save us in that hour.

Christ hath risen from the grave,
Christ liath risen, strf>ng to save ;

Thrilling songs His Angels sing,

Worshipping their Victor King.

By the Christmas frost and snow,
Easter's bright and burning glow,

Light around Thine Altar shed,

Save us in that hour of dread.
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THERE is a land of peace and love,

-L Where troubled hearts find rest
;

No gloom, nor storm, nor lonely night
Can ever dim th' eternal light
Of that bright home above.

Angels and sainted throngs are there

Circling the Throne of God
;

Crowned with twelve stars, a Virgin Queen
In the pure light of God is seen

Immaculate and fair.

No sorrow e'er can reach that shore,
And there no tear shall fall :

Earth's glories all shall i)ass away,
Lost in the light of endless day.
And grief shall be no more.

And oh ! when on our raptured gaze

,
Shall break the sight of God,

(

Then shall our harboured spirits rest

Wrapt in the vision of the bless'd

Mid songs of ceaseless praise.

How sweet for wearied souls to rest

Near to the Sacred Heart,
Sheltered within Love's sacred shrine,
1 testing at Jesus' feet divine,
There to be ever blest.

Then shall life's fevered toil be o'er,

And restless hearts be calm
;

Then shall these anxious yearnings cease,
And troubled spirits rest in peace
On Heaven's eternal shore.

Fear not, though still earth's darkening
O'ershadows life's lone path ; [gloom

Jesus has shown the heavenward way
Which leads to realms of endless day,
To our dear Father's home.

[REV. FK. STAN FIELD]
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O Sol salutis intimis.

Lauds in Lent.

THE darkness fleets, and joyful earth

Welcomes the newborn day ;

Jesu, true Sun of human souls !

Shed in our souls Thy ray.

That fountain, whence our sins have flow'd,

Shall soon in tears distil,

If but Thy penitential grace

Subdue the stubborn Avill.

Thou, who dost give the accepted time,

Give tears to purify.

Give flames of love to burn our hearts

As victims unto Thee.

The day is near when all re-blooms,

Thy own blest day, O Lord
;

We too would joy, by Thy right hand

To life's true path restored.

All-glorious Trinity : to Thee
Let earth's vast fabric bend

;

And evermore from souls renew'd

The Saints' new song ascend.

[TK. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Jesu corona celsior,

Lauds of a Confessor.

JESU
! eternal Truth .sublime !

Through endle.ss years the same !

Thou crown of those who through all time

Confess Thy Holy Name :

Thee, Jesu, his all-gracious Lord,

Confessing to the last,

He trod beneath Him Satan's fraud,
And stood for ever fast.

Thy suppliant people, through the prayer
Of Thy blest Saint, forgive ;

For his dear sake Thy wrath forbear,

And bid our spirits live.

In holy deeds of faith and love,
In fastings and in prayers,

His days w-ere spent ;
and now above,

Thy heavenly Feast he shares.

Again returns the sacred day,
With heavenly glory bright,

Which saw him go upon his way
Into the realms of light.

Then, for his sake Thy wrath lay by,
And hear us while we pray ;

And pardon us, O Thou most high,
On this his festal Day.

All objects of our vain desire.

All earthly joys and gains,
To him were but as filthy mire

;

And now with Thee he reigns.

All glory to the Father be
;

And sole Incarnate Son ;

Praise, holy Paraclete, to Thee,
While endless ages run.

( 337 )
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Lux alma Jesu mentium.

Lauds of Transfiguration.

LIGHT
of the soul, O Saviour blest 1

Soon as Thy presence fills the breast,

Darkness and guilt are put to flight.

And all is sweetness and delight.

O Light of Light celestial !

O Charity inefi"able !

Come in Thy hidden majesty ;

Fill us with love, fill us with Thee.

Son of the Father ! Lord most high ! To Jesus, from the P^oud
^"^^^^

^'

How glad is he who feels Thee nigh ! But evermore to babes re^ eal d,

How sweet in Heav'n Thy beam doth glow, All glory ..th the Father be.

Denied to eye of flesh below !
And Holy Ghost,

etern^ly.^^ ^ ^^^^^^^^
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Nocte mox diem fugata.

SOON
the fiery sun ascending

Will have chased the midnight gloom :

Iiise, O Tliou High Priest eternal,

Break the bondage of the tomb !

And above the vaulted sky
Bear Thy victim Flesh on high !

Once on earth for guilty mortals

Sacrificed in torment sore,

There may It, on Heaven's high altar,

Plead our cause for evermore
;

And appease an injured God,
With the Lamb's atoning Blood.

Named of old High Priest for ever,

By the Father's stedfast oath,

Piise, O Advocate Almighty !

Rise, O Priest and Victim both !

Swiftly, swiftly, speed Thy way
Back to golden realms of day.

Lo, 'tis done ! O'er death victorious

Christ ascends His starry throne
;

There from all His labours resting

Still He travails for His own
;

Still our fate His Heart employs
E'en amid eternal joys.

There He sits in tranquil glory ;

There He stands His aid to lend
;

There He offers to His Father

Every single prayer we send
;

There Himself receives each sigh
As omniscient Deity.

(TR. RKV. K. CASWAU.]
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Easter.

WITH one accord now let us sing (Alleluia !)

Glad fjraise to our victorious King.

Hymn His triumph !

Through Red Sea waters He hath brought us
; (Alleluia !)

And with His Precious Blood hath bought us.

Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia !

Lo, Christ our Victim, Christ our Priest, (Alleluia !)

Now bids us to His royal feast.

Come with gladness !

See, how in charity, for food (Alleluia !)

He gives us of His Flesh and Blood.

Alleluia, &c.

In olden time, by Egypt's shore, (Alleluia !)

Th' avenging angel passed each door

Blood-besprinkled.
The Red Sea wave o'erwhelms the foe, (Alleluia 1)

And Israel's cohorts onward go.

Alleluia, «tc.

So Satan, passing, harmeth not (Alleluia !)

Souls that from every stain and sjjot

Christ's Blood cleanseth.

Christ hath o'erwhelmed the powers of sin, (Alleluia !)

That we the gates of heaven may win.

Alleluia, ikc.

Then let us sing, while we have breath, (Alleluia !)

Praise to the Victor over death.

Alleluia !

Dear risen Loi-d, all ))raise to Thee, (Alleluia !)

With Father and with Spirit be.

Alleluia, ifec.

[R. R. T.]
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An Act of Faith.

FIRMLY
I believe and truly

God is Three, and God is One ;

And I next acknowledge duly
^lanhood taken by the Son.

Simply to His grace and wholly

Light and life and strength belong
And I love su})remely, solely,

Him the Holy, Him the Strong.

And I trust and hope most fully
In that Manhood crucified

;

And each thought and deed unruly
Do to death, as He has died.

And I hold in veneration,
For the love of Him alone,

Holy Church, as His creation.

And her teachings, as His own.

Adoration aye be given.
With and through the angelic host,

To the God of earth and heaven,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

[CARDINAL NEWMAN]
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The Celestial City.

Part I.

JERUSALEM
! my happy home !

When shall I come to thee 1

When shall my sorrows have an end ?

Thy joys when shall I see ]

O happy harbour of the Saints,

O swTet and pleasant soil,

In thee no sorrow may be found.
No grief, no care, no toil.

Thy walls are made of precious stones,

Thy bulwarks diamonds square,

Thy gates are of right orient pearl,

Exceeding rich and rare.

Thy houses are of ivory.

Thy windows crystal clear,

Thy tiles are made of beaten gold ;

—
O God, that I were there !

Quite through the streets with silver

The flood of life doth flow
; [sound.

Upon whose banks on every side.

The wood f)f life doth grow.

Thy gardens and thy gallant walks

Continually are green ;

There grow such sweet and pleasant
As nowhere else are seen. [flowers

There trees for evermore bear fruit.

And evermore do spring ;

There evermore the Angels sit

And evermore do sing.

(

Jerusalem ! my happy home I

Would God I were in thee I

Would God my woes were at an end,
Thy joys that I might see !

Part II.

Jerusalem 1 my happy home !

When shall I come to thee ?

When shall my sorrows have an cud ?

Thy joys when shall I see %

Thy iSaints are crowned with glory great,

They see God, face to face,

They triumph still, they still rejoice.
Most happy is their case.

There David stands with harp in hand,
As master of the Choii-,

Ten thousand times that man were blest

That might this music hear.

Our Lady sings Magnificat,
With tune surpassing sweet,

And all the virgins bear their part.

Sitting a})out lier feet.

There Magdalen liatli left her moan,
And cheerfully doth sing.

With blessed Saints whose harmony
In every street doth ring.

Ah my sweet home Jerusalem I

Would G(kI I were in thee !

Would God my woes were at an end.

Thy joys that I might see !

[FR. LADKENCK ANUEKTON, alidi JOHN BRERKLT, S.J.)
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For the Feast of the Seven Dolours.

O MOTHER, dear,

As year by year
We keep thy Day of Sorrow,

Sorrowing to thee we come

Strength of thee to borrow.

Thou saw'st thy Son,
Thine only One,

With stripes and bruises laden.

Who but would have pitying tears

Wept for thee, dear Maiden %

O what a sea

Of agony
O'erflowed thy heart so tender !

Grant us in thy grief a share,
Love for love to render.

Thy Son so fair

Lies bleeding there
;

ripon the Cross they slew Him
Pray for us that we may win
Life unending through Him.

[R. K. T.]
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Martyks of England.

MARTYRS
of England ! still be near us

;

Let not your torments and blood be vain .

Martyrs of England, hear, O '^ear us :

Bring the Faith to our land again.

Martyrs of England ! rack and fetters

Could not drive you from English soil,

Can we forget that we are debtors

For Faith's dear light to your loving ti)il ?

Martyrs of Englan<l ! calm and smiling,

Drawn in shame through the crowded town,
Proud and glad under men's reviling,

To die for your King and a Heavenly crown.

Martyrs of England ! nought could sever

Christ's dear name from your lips and heart
;

Fire, and rope, and knife could never

The soldiers of Christ from their Captain part.

Martyrs of England ! stay beside us,

Make us steadfast in hojie and faith ;

Martyrs of England ! let nought divide us

From love of Jesu in life or death.
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To St. Bede.

LOVER
of Christ's immortal Bride,

Whose triumphs here 'twas thine to

Oft watching from thy narrow cell [tell,

The Tyne beyond thee seaward glide.

But oh ! how much is yet undone !

What perils haunt our little flock !

How tierce will be the battle's shock,
Ere the great day be lost or won !

Thou toldest how from Rome a band
Of monks there came, what souls they won,
How kingdoms yielded, one by one.

Till Christ was king o'er all the land.

And who of all the heavenly throng
Will best bestead us in our need
But thou, the grave and gentle Bede,
^Miose heart is still our hills among ?

His empire stood a thousand years ;

For Peter is His chosen chief ;

And all were one in one belief.

Till faith was quenched in blood and tears.

Thy words are still a beacon clear,

A mighty cry, a piercing plea.
For them that have but eyes to see,

And hear with not unheeding ear.

Then from the Vine the branch was torn,

Xew teachers shaped the creed anew,
And new-made treasons thinned to few

The follower.s of a hope forlorn.

Oh ! melt the mists of unbelief

Wherein so many stray to doom
;

Pity the souls that in the gloom
Founder upon the rocks and reef !

"Tis long since in the Galilee

Men wreaked their spite upon thy tomb
The night is o'er that laid its gloom
On hearts and homes, and we are free.

And we, thy children, may we hold
The written and the living Word,
Whose voice in God's own Church is heard,
Within the one true Shepherd's fold.

Xow stand our altars unprofaned ;

Again our Victim lies thereon
;

Thence rises up that orison

By Gregory of old ordained.

Make us in all seek Him alone,

And love the beauty of His face
;

So, when the darkness falls apace,

Our dying prayer may be thine own :

" O King of glory, Lord of might,

Who conquering didst to heav'n ascend.

Leave us not orphans ! on us send

Thy Spirit, source of truth and light I

"

[RT. REV. AMBROSE BURTON, BISHOl" OF CLliTON^
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HAEK ! hark ! my soul ! angelic songs are swelling
O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wave-beat shore ;

How sweet the truth those blessed strains are telling

Of that new life when sin shall be no more !

Angels of Jesus !

Angels of light !

Singing to welcome
The pilgrims of the night.

Darker than night life's shadows fall around us,

And, like benighted men, we miss our mark
;

God hides Himself, and grace hath scarcely found us,

Ere death finds out his victims in the dark.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Onward we go, for still we hear them singing,

Come, weary souls ! for Jesus bids you come !

And through the dark, its echoes sweetly ringing,
The music of the Gospel leads us home.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing,
The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and sea,

And laden souls, by thousands meekly stealing.

Kind Shepherd ! turn their weary steps to Thee.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Rest comes at length : though life be long and dreary.
The day must dawn, and darksome night be past ;

All journeys end in welcomes to the weary,
And heaven, the heart's true home, will come at last.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Angels ! sing on, your faithful watches keeping.

Sing us sweet fragments of the songs above ;

WTiile we toil on, and soothe ourselves with weeping,
Till life's long night shall break in endless love.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

[REV. F. W. FABER]
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HAEK ! hark ! my soul ! angelic songs are swelling

O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wave-beat shore ;

How sweet the truth those blessed strains are telling

Of that new life when sin shall be no more !

Angels of Jesus !

Angels of light ! ^
Singing to welcome
The pilgi'ims of the night.

Darker than night life's shadows fall around us,

And, like benighted men, we miss our mark
;

God hides Himself, and grace hath scarcely found us,

Ere death finds out his victims in the dark.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Onward we go, for still we hear them singing.

Come, weary souls ! for Jesus bids you come !

And through the dark, its echoes sweetly ringing,

The music of the Gospel leads us home.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing.

The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and sea.

And laden souls, by thousands meekly stealing.

Kind Shepherd i turn their weary ste.ps to Thee.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Rest comes at length : though life be long and dreary,

The day must dawn, and darksome night be past ;

All journeys end in welcomes to the weary.

And heaven, the heart's true home, will come at last.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

Angels ! sing on, your faithful watches keejjing,

Sing us sweet fragments of the songs above
;

While we toil on, and soothe ourselves with weeping
Till life's long night shall break in endless love.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

(REV. F. \V. FABEK]
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LATIN HYMNS.

Christmas.

ADESTE,
fideles,

Lieti triumphAntes ;

Venite, venite in Bethlehem ;

Natum videte

Regem angelorum :

Venite adoremus,
Venite adoremus,

Venite adoremus Dominum.

Deum de Deo,
Lumen de 1 limine,

Gestant puellas viscera :

Deum verum,

Genitum, non factum :

Venite adoremus Dominum.

Cantet nunc lo !

Chorus angelorum :

Cantet nunc aula coelestium,

Gloria

In excelsis Deo !

Venite adoremus Dominum.

Ergo qui natus

Die hodierna,
Jcsu tibi sit gloria :

Patris leterni

Verbum caro factiim !

Venite adoremus Dominum.

(353)
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LATIN HYMNS.

Passiontide.

STABAT
mater dolorosa

Juxta crucem lacryraosa

Dum pendebat Filius.

Cujus animam gementeni
Contristatam et dolentem,
Pertransivit gUdius.

Sancta Mater, istud agas
Crucifixi fige plagas
Cordi iiieo vAlide.

Tui nati vulnerati,

Tani digiuiti pro me pati,

Poenas mecum divide.

O quam tristis, et aiflicta,

Fuit ilia benedicta

Mater Unigeniti !

Quae mojrebat, et dolebat,

Pia Mater, dum videbat

Nati pcenas inclyti.

Fac me tecum pie flere,

Crucifixo condolere,
Donee ego vixero.

Juxta crucem tecum stare,

Et me tibi sociare

In planctu desidero.

Quis est homo, qui non fleret,

Matrem Christi si videret

In tanto supplicio 1

Quis non posset contristari,

Christi matrem contemplAri,
Dolentem cum Filio 1

Virgo virginum prjechira,

Mihi jam non sis amara :

Fac me tecum plangere.
Fac ut portem Christi mortem,
Passionis fac consortem,
Et plagas recolere.

Pro peccatis suae gentis,

Vidit Jesum in tormentis

Et flagellis subditum.

Vidit suum dulcem Natum
Moriendo desoldtum,
Dum emisit spiritum.

Fac me plagis vulnerdri,

Fac me Cruce inebriari,

Et cruore Filii.

Flammis ne urar succensus,
Per te, Virgo, sim defensus.

In die judicii.

Eja, Mater, fons am(')ris.

Me sentire vim dol(')ris

Fac, ut tecum liigeani.

Fac, ut ardeat cor meum
In amindo Christum Deum,
Ut sibi compUceam.

Christe, cum sit hinc cxire.

Da ]i('r Matrem me venire

Ad ])almam vict(')ria'.

Quando corpus morietur,
Fac ut aniniaj donetiu*

Paradisi gloria. Amen.

r m )
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252 (Second Tune.)

^^^E f̂^

-Gf-

-^

^- ^

.<i-

3^:^
:^

:^:
-.<s> «s>-

:P2:

:^: -^=
-<s>-

.A A. A
'-P-

:S: ^—sl-

g=P=?

p-^f
@ ^5^-

^=^=^^=^

-O-
~r^

-^--

V

z^^ -Gh-
^N

r

-«s-

:^:
-<s»- =^

^

fc:^—^ i:^==^:=^=-
r "^5"

:^:^ ^:

I

iS:
z^ ^ q:
~«s- :^=^:

-«s»- -<S» Gh
"c?- -«S^

A -

"O"

men.

:c^=22:

-(S> s>-
s:

( 336 )



LATIN HYMNS.

Passiontide.

STABAT
mater dolorosa

Juxta crucem lacrymosa
Dum pendebat Filius.

Cujus animam gementem
Contristatam et dolentem,
Pertransivit gladiu.s.

Sancta Mater, istud agas
Crucifix! fige jjlagas

Cordi meo valide.

Tui nati vulnerati,
Tarn dignati pro me pati,
Pffinas mecum divide.

O qiiam tristis, et afflicta,

Fuit ilia benedicta

Mater Unigeniti !

Quae moerebat, et dolebat,
Pia Mater, dum videbat

Nati pcenas inclyti.

Fac me tecum pie flere,

Crucifixo condolere,
Donee ego vixero.

Juxta crucem tecum stare,
Et me tibi sociare

In planctu desidero.

Quis est homo, qui non fleret,

Matrem Chri.sti si videret

In tanto supplicio ?

Quis non jwsset contristari, .

Christi matrem contemplari,
Dolentem cum Filio ?

Virgo vi'rginum prajcUra,
]\rihi jam non sis am;lra

;

Fac me tecum plangere.
Fac ut portem Christi mortem,
Passionis fac consortem,
Et plagas recolere.

Pro peccatis suae gentis,

Yidit Jesum in tormentis

Et ilagellis subditum.

Vidit suum dulcem Xatum
Moriendo desolatum,
Dum emisit spiritum.

Fac me plagis vulnerari,
Fac me Cruce inebriari,

Et cruore Fi'lii.

Flammis nc urar succensus,
Per te, Virgo, sim defensus,
In die judicii.

Eja, Mater, fons amoris,
Me sentire vim doloris

Fac, ut tecum lugeam.

Fac, ut ardeat cor meum
In amando Christum Dcum,
Ut sibi complaceam.

Christe, cum sit hinc exi're,

Da per Matrem me venire

Ad i)almam victoria?.

Quando corj)Us moi'ietur,
Fac ut iininui' donetur

Paradisi gloria. Amen.
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253 Mode i.
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LATIN HYMNS.

VEXILLA
Regis prodeunt :

Fulget Crucis mysterium,

Qua vita mortem pertulit,

Et morte vitam protulit.

Quae vulner4ta Uncese

Mucrone diro, criminuni

Ut nos Uvaret sordibus,

Man4vit unda et sanguine,

Impleta sunt, quae concinit

David tideli carmine,

Dicendo nationibus :

Regnavit a ligno Deus.

Arbor decora, et fiilgida,

Ornata Regis purpura.
Electa digno stipite

Tarn sancta membra tdngere.

Be4ta cujus brachiis

Pretnim pependit sieculi,

Statera facta corporis,

Tulitque prajdam tdrtari.

O Crux, ave, spes unica

Hoc Passionis tempore
*

Fiis adciuge gi-atiam

Reisque dele crimina.

Te, fons salutis Trinitas,

Collaudet omnis spiritus :

Quibus crucis victoriam

Largiris, adde prsemiuni. Amen.

*
(May 3) Paschdle quse fers gaudium. (Sept. 14) In hac triiimphi gl6ria.

^ B —If a imdeni tune is required for this hymn a selection may he made from those headed
•' Long Metre

"
in the metrical index.
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256 (First Tune.) Verses 1 and 2. Mode i.
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256 (Second Tune.)
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LATIN HYMNSo

VENI,
Sancte Spiritus,

Et emitte ccelitus

Liicis tiiae radium.

,

Veni pater paiiperum,
Veni dator munerum,
Veni lumen cordium.

Consoldtor 6ptime,
Diilcis h6spes animae,
Diilce refrigerium.
In ]ab6re requies,

In sestu temperies,
In fletu solatium.

O lux beatissima,

Reple cdrdi.s intima,
Tuorum fidelium.

Sine tuo numine,
Nihil est in homine,
Nihil est innoxium.

Lava quod est sordidum,

Riga quod est aridum,
Sana quod est saiicium.

Flecte quod est rigidum,
Fove quod est frigidum,

Rege quod est devium.

Da tuis fidelibus,

In te confidentibus,

Sacrum septenarium.
Da virtutis meritum,
Da salutis exitum,
Da perenne gaudium.
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LATIN HYMNS.

The Blessed Sacrament.
]\[ode vi.
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LATIN \ HYMNS.
Mode iii.

«
%-m m

m m
p.

Pan - ge lin - gua glo - ri

-3-

qs—K- h n*gv
-js K

si, C6r • po • ris My - ste - ri - um,

4?^__^__>--^-
ii wt=zmt=:Jz ^=i: i H

J—J—Ji
litz^zzi^

n
r=m^

£ .
* — —

7 - w
——

ir

—^ I i iH^=n-
Sau - gui - nis - que pre - ti - 6 si Queni in nuin-di pr6 - ti • \\m,

3i=d?5: :i^=^ :J=«t :^=^ J^ ^=*:
t/

^
:f?^=U=^l

w w
n

? iftr^
Fructus van - tris ge - ne - rb - si Rex ef - fu - dit g^n - ti - um. A men.

»«— 1^. :s=1?£:

:iit^=a^=i:

-Jt=^z

^S=^
:it=»':st

:1^
wL^

-w r ^ -^ -w

-4^—1 1
—^-V

Hi" H 1-

1^:*:^^

i
"—

1

r
(370)



LATIN HYMNS,

PxlNGE lingua gloriosi,

Corporis Mysteriuni,

Sanguiuisque pretiosi

Quern in muucli pretium,
Fructus ventris generosi
Rex effudit gentium.

Nobi.s (latus, nobis natu.s

Ex intacta Virgine ;

Et in mundo conversatus,

Sparso verbi semine,
Sui moras incolatus

Miro clausit ordine.

In supremai nocte coenas

Reciimbens cum fratribus,
Observata lege plene

Cibis in legalibus :

Cibum turba; duodense

Se dat suis manibus.

Verbum caro, jianem verum
Verbo carnem efficit :

Fitque sanguis Christi merura
;

Et si sensus deficit,

Ad firmandum cor sincerum

Sola iidcs siifficit.

Tantuni ergo Sacramentum
Veneremur ccrnui ;

Et antiquum docunicntum
Novo cedat ritui :

Praistet fides supplementuni
(Sensuum detectui.

Genitori, genit(')que

Laus, et juV)iliitio,

Salus, honor, virtus quoqno
Sit et benedictio :

Procedenti ab ulnHpie
Compar sit laiidatio. Amen.

( 371 )
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LATIN HYMNS.

PANGE lingua gloriosi,

Corporis Mysterium,

Sangiiinisque pretiosi

Quern in laundi pretium,
Fructus ventris geuerosi
Eex effiidit gentium.

Nobis datus, nobis natus

Ex intacta Virgine :

Et in niundo conversatus,

Sparso verbi semine,

Sui moras incolatus

Miro clausit ordine.

In supremse nocte coense

Recumbens cum fratribus,

Observata lege plene
Cibis in legalibus :

Cibum turbas duodenae

Se dat suis manibus.

Verbum caro, panem veruni

Verbo carnem e!iicit :

Fitque sanguis Cliristi raerum :

Et si sensus deficit,

Ad firmandura cor sincerum

Sola fides svifficit.

Tantum ergo Sacramentum
Veneremur cernui ;

Et antiquum documentum
Novo cedat ritui :

Praistet fides supplementum
Sensuum defectui.

Genitori, genit(')que

Laus, et jubiUtio,

Salus, honor, virtus quoque
Sit et 1)enedictio :

Procedenti ab utrckjue

Coinpar sit laudAtio. Amen.

(873)
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ADORO
te devote latens Deltas

Quae sub his figuris vere latitas

Tibi se cor meum totum siibjicit,

Quia te contemplans totum deficit.

Visus, tactus, gustus in te fallitur,

Sed auditu solo tuto creditur :

Credo quidquid dixit Dei Filius,

Nil hoc verbo Veritatis verius.

In cruce latebat sola Deltas,

At hie latet simul et humanltas ;

Ambo tameii oredens, atque cfMititons

Peto quod petivit latro ixk-nitens.

Plagas, slciit Thomas non intiieor,
Deum tamen meum te confiteor,

Fac me tibi semper magls credere,
In te spem habere, te diligere.

O memorlale mortis Domini,
Panis vivus, vitam pr^estans homini :

Prsesta mete menti de te vivere,
Et te illl semper dulce sapere.

Pie pelllcane, Jesu Domine,
IVIe immundum munda tuo sanguine :

(Jujus una stilla salvum facere

Totum mundum quit ab omni scelere.

Jesu quem veliitum mine aspiclo,

Oro fiat illud, quod tarn sitio,

Ut te revelata cernens fdcle,

Visu sim beatus tua? gloria?. Amen.

(374)



Modes vii and viii.

Verse 1.

LATIN HYIVINS.

260

m^^
^ - w

H •
"

•
_J_

"^ ^

Lau-da, Si - on, Sal- va W- rem, Lau-da du-cemet pa-st6-rem. In hymnis et can-ti-cis :

Quantum pot -
es, tau-tum au - de, Qui - a ma -

jor om - ni lau - de, 2sec laudA- re suf -ti,- cis.

5
:t-^^=^^^^^^^-^

:^'^=^.

~W\

\'\r~-
--i?—f r \

W^^
-t2=t:

qs=j^=1^ .^1*i=)sr:

i r -w -f-

.^ j_

Verse 2.

JV—*-

Laudis thenia spe-ei - k

Quem in sac- rve men-sa coe

^^^
n n

Hs, Paiiis vi- vus et vi - ta - lis Ho-di - e pro-p6 -ni - tur

nae, Tur-bae fratrum du - o-de- nse Datum non am-bi-gi • tur.

Verse 3.

f- H^J^

Sit laus ple-na, sit so - n6 ra, Sit ju- cuii- da, sit de - c6 • ra. Mentis ju -bi - lii • ti - o :

4HgY_^US^ -K—J—,

I

,t:^

I

WW
^J^J^

^w~w
—

-^
S

H^ns:
:^--i^'^^

( 3T5 )

f=T



LATIN HYMNS.

H
"

^
W II . H m H

^i
Di-es e • nim solemnis a -

gi
- tur, In qua mens* prima re -cd -H - tur Hu-jus in- sti- tii- ti - o.

S;
i^

3

-h-

— ^-^-. *>
-

-3-^-

^"ligsi

:J^:

Verse 4.

M M

-V ^^JL^^
J ,^i_t

In hac men-sa no - vi Re- gis, Novum Pascha no-vfe le -
gis, Phase ve- tus ter-mi - nat :

1
^ ^ ^

\

-4^-K- ->»-N-^.
=q^=4'

-^EES
r I _.' — :^=r:

-v-^

liJii^
"•d^i^i^siiti:
-^i:g-^zMi

T r
V.

j_,^_i_t

Ve - tu - stA-tem n6 • vi -
tas, Umbrani fu - gat v(5 - li - tas, Koctem lux e - li-nii-nat.

(376)



LATIN HYMNS.

Verse 5.

T
n ^ •

Quod in coe-na Christus gess-it, Fa - ci- ^ndum hoc expr^ssit In su •
i niem-<5 - ri - am :

^5^

N
1

ijBZip:

IS

:fezt:!5^tt^:5=ii :t?=r:

J^J^^^.

£F^^

-1^-^
—»-

(•=p=r-
-^^^^^i^-^

^z^-M-^

r—f-

a

•i^-i^^
1

"

r-^-

1)0 -cti sa-cris in • sti - tu -
tis, Panem, vinum in sa - lii - tis Con-se - cri-mus h6 - sti - am.

td^
:^ir^:

:?L3>
|^te^^^±^: :tz=^:

It:

I-- !- ! ^ I

:=f?—p=l?

S=f5izsq^
i=*-^ :s=f5iil:

r^zi-^izMzM-.

Verse 6. _



LATIN HYMNS.

i-fr r- t-n V n-

Quod uoii capis, qiiod non vides, A - ni - 1116 - sa fir - mat fi -
des, Pra;-ter re - rum 6r- di-nem.

'^^ I

t-dt_

S=?:

:^z*.
.^Nl-J^._A^_J^--*-^-

iS)- ^iEf

^*=f^

::1^ S=W:

iz^^^zl

Verse 7.

a

^^^
Sub di - ver - sis spe - ci - 6 - bus, Sig-nis tantum et non re -

bus, Latent res ex - i - mi- re ;

I
I f r I

l^__K-j^-|
-- --N-J^^'^J»->--K.

-:-t>-*

^::i^: :i^ii^:*2

^t==-^fc

Î

;^*-*
1-' P-

r
e^--^^

:P

^^J^^

Ca - ro ci - bus, sanguis po - tus
;

llauet tanien Christus to-tus Suli u - trA-que sp6ci - e.

S ^^|»^^i
Hzt
:^^^==^;

w- I

.^^.JL^a.
:^:

_>._P!1^^^_J^^Shw^-
_^*. :alij. :i^V

:^:

->»-^ r=s^=s

i
'^^

W-^

(378)



LATIN HYMNS.

Verse 8. -•

1
—

6-^ m m

f^ m m

A su-ni6n-te iioii con - ci - sus, Non coii-fnictus, iioii di - vi -sus, lii-te-'jev ac - ci -
pi tiir

*?«.« -JL ^ K
-^-J-^^-

'-^zf'

4^ a^ -*-»'

s^g: :P=^

>v>^

-^^-^^w^

^ a

-f^
Su - mit n - mis, snmunt mil - le : Quantum i -

sti, tantum il - le : Xec sumptus con - sii - mi-tur.

ijaiz: :?2: P=(«:
'^U

5^

j—I-

^ :f^=^

:s:=1^

=^-r-

:3-=J^

Verse 9.

J_J_«^? ^J^ ^1^^
% %

^
^

II w

Sumunt l)o -ni, sumunt roa - li : Sort-e ta - men in -re -
quA-li, Vi-ta?, vel in-t6r-i- tus ;

Mors est ma-lis, vi - ta bo - nis : Vi- de pa - ris sum-pti - (i
- nis Quatn sit dispar 6.\ - i - tus.

, i__^_tS _vJ^->«—
I-

T==f^

mm

zzH

-1t:=Mi
--e^e--.

]ia?«=1^1: =

^-i^^^E^jiiti^

^?:

(379)



LATIN HYMNS.

Verse 10.

J» 5 a n 5www In
Fra - cto de - mum Sa - era - m6n • to,

Null - a re - i fit scis - su - ra ;

Ne
Si

va - cil -
les, sed me-m6n -

to,

gni tan - turn fit fra - ctii - ra :

-fcz
5^=i- a^=i:

Sy$^- --^—er-

3^=^f^-4^:J=M=M:

:^

k^l

:e=e;
-
^- J

'— '

6
w w . w w T~ w - [

,
" §_ w

"
,

1 J* w -g—i-=l
Taut - lun es • se sub frag - m^n - to

Qua nee sta - tus nee sta • tu - ra

Quan- turn to

Si -
gnii

- ti

to

mi
te gi

- tur :

lui - i - tur.

Verse 11.

6-—- '
'

.
'

-f
—i-^' ^-'—^

:—- , T « L
Ec • ce pa nis an - ge - 16 - rum. Fa - etus ei - bus vi a - to - rum :

111 fl - gu - ris prse
- si - gnd - tur, Cum I - sd - ac im mo - Id - tur ;

( 380 )



LATIN HYMNS.

»_-J -- *-m- -r n-

C
—Ffai:,er-!g_i--p_—-,

Ve -re pa - nis fl • li - 6 - rum,
A - gnus pa - schse de - pu • til - tur :

Non mit • t6n - dus

Da - tur man - na

c4 - Di - bus.

p4 • tri - bus.

Verse 12.

r T^



LATIN HYIVmS.

261 (First Tui e.) Mode i.

T ^ ^
ve

3,

ris stel la, De - i ila - ter al - ma,

3ta H 1- :}^=1^^^^^^^j^i^: wli^umtz
^-T -iS>- ~^ "9

r J S X^
:?2:

^jz*:

5^ *"

I I

-•—n-

Au, N VSh
At - que sem -per Vir go, Fe - lix ccE - li por - ta.

T

The Blessed

AVE maris stella,

Dei Mater alma,

Atque semper Virgo,
Felix ccbU porta.

8umens illud Ave
Gabrielis ore,

Funda nos in pace,
Mutans Hevaj nomen.

Solve vincla reis,

Profer lumen cnecis,

ISIala nostra pelle.

Bona cuncta posce.

Monstra te esse matrem,
Sumat per te praces,

Virgin.

Qui pro nobis natus

Tulit esse tiius.

Virgo singularis,

Inter omnes mitis,

Nos culpis soliitos

Mites fac et castos.

Vitam jirassta puram,
Iter para tutum,
Ut videntes Jesum,

Semper coUsetemur.

Sit laus Deo Patri,

Summo Christo decus,

S])iritui sanoto,

Tribus honor unus. Amen.

( 382 )



LATIN HYMNS.
(Second Tune.) 261

:z2:

-^^^=^--e-*—^ -^ -«s>-

1^
I ^1

-r^-^^
-^ :^

f^-f^P2: ^s'-w
-(S>-

«s»-

'^"

@ibrSS.
4 !i_ e>-

S -fc-^if-czpz:
?=:

S
-<s>-

-iS'—s^ rZLjZA'^
-m=^ -^ H-^—(S»-

I:?±ict
-1!^-^=S

:^
-/s>- :

P̂^ -(SE>-
^

^±^cA-&:_

fc^r^i^
?:£^£^Ee^e^ee:^

_ci-
I^^

r:!

|^igzg±p?^^

iS>- i=4:
p -^-

f^ -QSB-

_C2-

-(S>-

A -men

1

The Blessed Virgin.

AVE maris stella,

Dei Mater alma,

Atque semper Virgo,
Felix cceli porta.

Sumens illud Ave
Gabrielis ore,

Funda nos in pace,
Mutans Hevai nomen.

Solve vincla reis,

Profer lumen cajcis.

Mala nostra pelle,

Bona cuncta posce.

Monstra Ye esse matrem,
Sumat per te preces,

Qui pro nobis natus

Tulit esse tuus.

Virgo singularis.

Inter oranes mitis,

Nos culpis solutos

Mites fac et castos.

Vitam pra?sta ])uram.
Iter para tutum,
Ut videntes Jesum,

Semper collsetemur.

Sit laus Deo Patri

Summo Christo decus,

Si)iritui saiicto,

Tribus honor unus. Amen.

( 383 )



LATIN HYMNS.
261 (Third Tune.)

ilSE^ :^-^:t^:
-/5f—lS>—0—G>' p^^-QS- -fSi-

--^-
:^^-

f
:P'

~1^'

Tir^l -<S>-

]~?:2':zzz:

-^
^^^^^<:i_^_^

^2=1
.p^_p^: :^:

:?:2-
-«s>-

-t
:^

.^-
-^s f̂c

'^"

_<fi?

ll

The Blessed Virgin.

AVE maris stella,

Dei Mater alma,

Atqiie semper Virgo,
Felix coeli porta.

8umens illud Ave
Gabrielis ore,

Funda nos in pace,
Mutans Hevse nomen.

Solve vincla reis.

Prefer lumen cfecis.

Mala nostra pelle,

Bona cuncta posce.

Monstra te esse raatrem,
Sumat per te preces,

Qui pro nobis natus

Tulit esse tuus.

Virgo singularis,
Inter omnes mitis,

Nos culpis solutos

Mites fac et castes.

Vitam prsesta puram,
Iter para tutum,
Ut videntes Jesum,

Semper coUaetemur.

Sit laus Deo Patri,

Summo Cliristo decus,

Spiritui sancto,

Tribus honor unus. Amen.

(384)



LATIN HYMNS.

(Fourth Tune.) Melody ofprevious Tune forms the Tenor.

N.B.— TJiis Tune may be sung to alternate verses with the previous one ; the congregation
keepiny to tlie original melody, and the choir singing th.e harmony.

The Blessed ViroIxV.

A VE maris stella,
-^^ Dei Mater alma,

Atque semper Virgo,
Felix coeli porta.

Sumens illiul Ave
Gabri^lis ore,

Funda nos in pace,
Mutans Hevse nomen.

Solve vincla reis,

Profer lumen ctecis,

Mala nostra pelle.

Bona cuncta posce.

Monstra te esse matrem,
Snmat per te preces.

Qui ])ro nobis natus

Tulit esse tuus.

Virgo singulAris,

Inter omncs mitis,

Nos culpis soliitos

Mites fac et castos.

Vitam prsesta jjuram,
Iter ])ara tutnm,
Ut videntcs Josum,

Semper coUietemur.

Sit laus Deo Patri,

Summo Christo decus,

Spiritui saneto,

Tribus honor unus. Amen.

( 385 )
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LATIN HYMNS.

262 Verses 1, 2, 7, 8, 13, 14. Modes i and ii.

i -•—fh

Di - es i rx, di - es il • la

=t-z:fc:>=^

Sol - vet see - clum in fav • il -
la,

3

:^-t^-J—d—W—^5^qi=t5
EiE^^EE^E^Ei^ ilz=Mz

I

-i

~-W=^W-
w •

Verses 3, 4, 9, 10, 15, 16.

to
—""^

I Ntft
-^ ^

Tes - te Da - vid cum Si - byl - la.

fciES^2=S:
—K-4?*=i:

^3^:1^:

^z2:
l£

2^i=^^=i

Tu - ba mi - rum spar - gensso-num

^i_^^_j^ n*^ n>-^N^v-
!:i^z^^=J=i^=^;

W-^—0-

Verses 5, 6, 11, 12, 17.

-•—-
i=1

Per se -
piil

- chra re - gi -(5 - imm, Co - get o - mnes an-te thro-num.

±=^«=s:^

^:^tp:
:^

:f=r:

:^^^: _^^_js:;

^^
—^?*-* ^*—*

-w~^-w—^—!^?

Li - her scri-ptus

P?^^^

( 386 )



LATIN HYMNS.

I a
m m

pro - fe - re -
tur, In quo to - turn con-tin - e - tin-

:M: :M

5i=l!«:
:^«=s:

a- . -m- -^- -m- ^ i -m-

-w-\
—

W^

X\\- de mundus ju - di - c6 - tur.

I 1 r^M^
iJ^^

^-W^

Dies Ir^.

"T^IES ir?e, dies ilia

--^ Solvet seeclum in favilla,

Teste David cum Sibylla.

Quantus tremor est futurus,

Quando Judex est venturus,
Cuncta stricte discussurus !

Tuba mirum spargens sonum
Per sepulclira regionum,

Coget omnes ante thronum.

Mors stupebit et natura,
Cum resurget creatura,
Judicanti responsiira.

Liber scriptus proferetur,
In quo totum continetur,

Unde mundus judicetur.

Judex ergo cum sedebit,

Quidcjuid latet apparebit :

Nil iniiltum remanebit.

Quid sum miser tunc diotiirus ?

Quern patronum rogatiirus,

Cum vix Justus sit securus ?

Rex tremendai majestatis,

Qui salvandos salvas gratis,

Salve me fons pietatis.

Recordare, Jesu pie,

Quod sum causa tuae viae,

Ne me perdas ilia die.

Quaerens me sedisti lassus,

Redemisti crucem passus :

Tantus labor non sit cassus.

Juste Judex ultionis,

Donum fac remissionis

Ante diem rationis.

Ingemisco tanquam reus,

Culpa rubet vultus mens,

Supplicanti parce Deus.

Qui ^[ariam absolvisti,
Et latriWiem exaudi'sti,

Mihi quoque spem dedisti.

Preces meae non sunt dignae :

Sed tu bonus fac benigne,
Ne perenni cremer igne.

Inter oves locum priiesta,

Et ab hoedis me sequestra,
Stdtuens in parte dextra.

Confutatis maledictis,
Flammis acribus addictis,
Voca me cum benedictis.

Oro supplex et acclinis.

Cor contritum quasi cinis

Gere curam mei finis.

( i^- )
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LATIN HYMNS.
Verse 18.

La- cry • to6 sa di - es il -
la, Qua re- siir-get ex fa - vil - la

IP^^^
.?*-Js^^—K-J-

:^=zM

tie: x^
1^

1

^^^:

H*^ ^U^-

tr^EM^—I—^ ^ - -H -'-

-:-j

-s*-

I I

?_^_

Verse 19.

i
^a fl

#*.
Ju - di - can - diis ho - mo re - us.

-^M-A--^--^
-l-^h

>bt>=-

:-:fc^^z^E?^

K. !

r=ww

Hu - ic er - go par

m^ij:
^-^:^-^^^zM

ce De

I ^S r

us ;

^^-Jz^

:^^:
it

:p=ip:
:?2:

Sloiver.

m m

t^-M-
Pi- e .Te - su D<i-nii-ne, Do - na e - is r^-qiii-em.

1

-^m
m

—I—^—«i-

H^iis:
^:E^:^ES-^T^Tj^-_

-S^-^-^-m-^-S^-
P=l^

iqr:

3^i3^
u

1
r

I

t=t=r=t

I r

p=p=t

^i^ik

( 38S )



TE DEUM.

Tonus Simplex.

263
Modes iii. and iv.

-• II •-

Te De • urn lau da te D6 mi - iium con • fi - te - mur.

H—
:^zg=^_^-J_^-:̂ -Ji=^-

:J?=f?= -\-

'M—^-zzM-=^

P^^:p=i: _; p._

-r

>—^- :fi f>
—

h
—

h-

Te ae - ter - num Pa - trem o - mnis ter - ra ve - ue - id - tur.

^i^E^m

^: J ^ :^

-n «i fi-

Ti • bi o - mnes An - ge -
li, ti - bi coe - li et u - ni - \er

i
->—J*! P^—-^-

S
:it=i*=i:*=r-i: :(^r?^—^:

-f K [»
—

f
^ ^ f^ S ^

,J ^_
:r=±=:r:

( 3S9 )



TE DEUM.

a 9- S m—R

T
-•—a—m- ^

in
'

- ces - sa - bi - li vo - ce pro - cla • niant : San ctus :

J^::^^'

—
f-

:^z=^

:±--fe;

I -^—wt-

I

^;^*=J:

f^
I

irt -m—th
m m

San - - ctus : San ctus Do - mi - nus De - us S^ - ba - oth.

^S—i
*=^'-

zj-izzj^ji^j^as—h- >^n^=

( 390 )



TE DEUM.

-•—n—m—m—<-
r -m—m—m—m- n ?—1^

pie • 111 sunt coe - li et ter - ra ma •
je

• sta - tis gifi
- ri - ae tu - ae.

8

5 H^S:

:mr-

1-- JT^ •

-J^zzM.

p-

-m—•-

t -•—-
-«—- i

Te glo - ri - 6 - sus A - pu - sto - V> - ruin v\v) rus : Te Pro - phe - ta - ruin

is
:*=::*=5tj=^L^r5=ti--=*=(E:qir::

:*=j*=S=*:

rff: :S :i±z

-« N II Ih

4^

lau - da - bi - lis nii • me • rus : Te MAr - ty - rum can • di - dA • tuB

( 301 )



TE DEUM.

m

-m—m—m—fh r -m—www-

§3

lau - dat ex - or - ci - tus. Xe per or - bem ter - r4 - rum San - eta con - fi

3

^—^=
5

^=i:

-.^znM:

-p—i- -<s-

-\^ -^^
:i=^
nil

T Pi -—•- *-!-*
K

te - tur Eg - cle - si

3

a : Pa treni im - men - sae ma -
je

- sta - tis :

qii=^
Jzi* -^ J J: :W=*- ^^1^

H—l^-zj>*->,_h=j^
-M—^zzJ-^\ ^^

_Xc -^H
:zt!!= 'I—F--I—

a
«

Ve - ne - ran - dum tu - um ve - rum, et u - ni - cum Fi - li - um :

'—*—*—*-=^—^-^-^ ^—^—^—^—-j—g—^-« 0. « »—^_i ^ ^-

J-^
::^

I

( 392 )



TE DEUM.

.L

-n—-—m~—m—j—«
——

m m

r «
San - ctuni quo • que Pa - ri - cli • turn Spi - ri - turn. Tu Rex gl<5

- ri • ae, Cliri ste.

M^^-m -m—n-

m m

Tu Pa - tris seni • pi
- t6r - nus es Fi li - us. Tu ad li - be • rin - diim sn • sees

lv:^^=±z:z1vz^::^i:3^^=^

> ^
i

:^=^=J=i :i=^:

-^izMz i

::^jz^^->—tjzzj^
-M—j^—^z -M~wLzzW.z

>->-
-(S'-

-W=i^^W^ -i- :?2:

> >i^

Hr
P- ••—N—•-

m n

ptii
- rus h6 mi - nem, noil hor - ru sti Vir -

gi
- nis li - te - rum.

:^^z>*l: 1*i=^

i)=it:

( 303 )



TE DEUM.

— (IF Pd •--«—N—m—«—m—B- -—m—m—m—•-—•-

-m—•- ^ %

den - ti - bus re - gna coe - W - mm, Tu ad de - xte - ram De -
i des,

k-^^—^-^j—g—^-^- *
" -»—*-Hi-»-^-i—-4 -

^
I

I i [

in gl6
- ri - a Pa tiis. Ju - dex cr6 - de • ris

]^ f^-j^ij^
—

ri:

es se van - tu • rus.

( 394 )



TE DEUM.

-• II m m m m—m—m—•-

Te er • go quae - su • mus, tu - is fa mu - lis sUb • ve •
iii,

j^=:j^=^:=1^
:a!z=*=;i^=ziL-i:iz=*- zi^z^.:

1
^

1

-r^

:t:s; StSE

-H 11 (I—«—«-

quos pre • ti - 6 - so sail - gui - ne red - e - mi • Bti.

-i—«-

:J=%^
Ae • ter • na fae

:l^=lHzii)vii=^«=s

-m-—<s-

4^=^^=]^:

S^^F^^gJ

^fc:^

^^
3:

HUH II H
>

cum sail • ctis tu - is in gl6 - ri - a iiu - ine

"^
3

~^
3

Sal - vuiii

3=

qvrqv:^^:
:i=ii=i:

:S-=]»i=^^
:=i:

^ •
:*i^^

M̂^ i^
-^r

-:<-T—^-

-•-

I

1

2i

( 395 )



TE DEUM.

^V i -•—•<
— —

ft

fac p6 - pu - him tu - iim

3

D6 - mi • ne, et be - ne • die hae - re - di

:p!=^?EZ^-=^
— 3-

$=r 'jizz^z
=1=?

.IM-

:aL=:J 11^:^

-ZJ

^=^=^=^
H^

^v_ --^1 i_

^^-r
ta - ti

H

tu Et re - ge
AU-

et ex • t61 - le

^E^^

1*t=zqii:
*:-2-=^-

i
1

^. I

I

"^
>.
—

t

fi a « V -•—•--- ==a=v
il - los us •
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BENEDICTION OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

O salutaris Hostia,

Quag coeli pandis ostium
;

Bella premuut hostilia,

Da robur, fer auxilium.

Uni trinoque Domino
Sit sempiterna gloria,

Qui vitam sine termino

Xobis donet in patria. Amen.

O Salutaris.

O .saving Victim, opening wide
The gate of lieav'u to man below

;

Our foes press on from every side ;

Thine aid supidy, Thy strength testow.

To Thy great name be endless praise,

Immortal Godhead, one in three ;

O grant us endless length of days
In our true native land with Thee. Amen.

Litany of the Blessed Yirgix.

Ant. Sub tuum pra^sidium confugimus,

.sancta Dei Genitrix, nostras deprecationes

ne despicias in necessitatibus nostris
;
sed

a periculis cunctis libera nos semper, Virgo

gloriosa et benedicta.

Kyrie eleison.

Kijrie eleison.

Christe eleison.

Chrisfe eleison.

Kyrie eleison.

Kyrie eleison.

Christe audi nos.

C'hriste exaiuli nos.

Pater de coelis Deus,
Miserere nobis.

Fili Redemptor mundi Deus,

Spiritus Sancte Deus,
Sancta Trinitas, unus Deus,

Sancta Maria, Ora pro nobis.

Sancta Dei Genitrix,

Sancta Virgo Virginum,
Mater Christi,

Mater divinae gratia?.

Mater purissima,
Mater castissima.

Mater inviolata,

Mater intemerata,
Mater amabilis.

Mater admiraliilis.

Mater boni consilii.

Mater Creatoris,

Mater Salvatoris,

Virgo prudentissima,

o

Ant. We fly to thy patronage, O holy
Mother of God

; despise not our petitions

in our necessities
;
but deliver us always

from all dangers, O glorious and blessed

Virgin.
Lord have mercy.
Loixl have niercy.

Christ have mercy.
Christ have niercy.

Lord have mercy.
Lord have mercy.
Christ hear us.

Christ graciousbj hear us.

God the Father of heaven,
Have mercy on us.

God the Son, Redeemer of the world,

God the Holy Ghost,

Holy Trinity, one God,

Holy Mary, Pnn/ for lis.

Holy Mother of God,

Holy Virgin of virgins,

brother of Christ,

Mother of divine grace,

Mother most ]iure.

Mother most chaste,

Mother inviolate.

Mother undetiled,

Mother mo.st amiable.

Mother most admirable,

]\Iotlier of good counsel.

Mother of our Creator,

Mother of our Saviour,

Virgin most ]»rudent.

I
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BENEDICTION OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

Yirgo veneranda,

Virgo priBdicanda,

Virgo potens,

Virgo clemens,

Virgo fidelis,

Speculum justitife,

Sedes sapientite,

Causa nostrte Uotitife,

Vas spirituale,

Vas honorabile,
Vas insigne devotionis,
Rosa mystica,
Tui-ris Davidica,
Turris eburnea,
Domus aurea,
Foederis area,

Janua cceli,

Stella matutina,
Salus iufiniiorum,

Refugium peccatorum,
Consolatrix afflictorum,

Auxilium Christianorum,

Regina Angelorum,
Regina Patriarcharum,

Regina Prophetarum,

Regina Apostolorum,

Regina Martyrum,
Regina Confessorum,

Regina Virginuni,

Regina Sanctorum omnium,
Regina sine labe originali concepta,

Regina Sacratissimi Rosarii,

Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi,

Parce nobis Domine.

Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi,

Exaudi nos Domine.

Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi.

Miserere nohis.

Christe audi nos.

Christe exaudi nos.

f. Ora pro nobis, sancta Dei Genitrix.

^. Ut digni efficiamm- promissionibus
Christi.

(

Virgin most venerable,

Virgin most renowned,

Virgin most powerful.

Virgin most merciful,

Virgin most faithful,

]Mirror of justice.

Seat of wisdom.
Cause of our joy,

Spiritual vessel.

Vessel of honour.
Vessel of singular devotion,

Mystical rose.

Tower of David,
Tower of ivory.

House of gold.

Ark of the covenant,
Gate of heaven, s

Morning star.

Health of the sick.

Refuge of sinners.

Comfort of the afflicted,

Help of Christians,

Queen of Angels,

Queen of Patriarchs,

Queen of Prophets,

Queen of Apostles,

Queen of Martyrs,

Queen of Confessors,

Queen of Virgins,

Queen of all Saints,

Queen conceived without original sin,

Queen of the Most Holy Rosary,
Lamb of God, who takest away the sins of

the world,

•Spare us, Lord.

Lamb of God, who takest away the sins of

the world.

Gracious!}/ hear tis, Lord.

Lamb of God, who takest away the sins of

the world.
Have mercji on us.

Christ hear us.

Christ gracionsly hear us.

f. Pray for us, O holy Mother of God.

9r. That we may be made worthy of the

promises of Christ.
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BENEDICTION OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

Tantum Ergo.

Tantuni ergo Sacramentum
Veiieremur cernui

;

Et antiquum documentum
Novo cedat ritui

;

Prtestet tides supplenitnituni

Seusuuni defectui.

Geiiitori, Genito()ue
Laus et jubilatio,

Salus, honor virtus qiKirjue,

Sit et l)euedicti() :

Procedeiiti ab utroque

Conipar sit laudatio. Amen.

f. Pauem de coilo prtestitisti eis.
'

[Alleluia.]

9r Omne delectameutum in se haben-

tem. [Alleluia.]

Deus, (jui nobis sub Sacramento mira-

bili, passionis tute memoriam reli(iuisti :

tribue, ([uaisunuis, ita nos corporis et

sanguinis tui sacra niysteria venerari, ut

I'edemptionis tuai fructum in nobis jugiter,
sentiamus. Qui vivis, &c. Amen.

Lowly bending, deep adoring,
Lo ! the Sacrament we hail

;

Types and shadows have their ending
Newer rites of grace prevail ;

Faith for all defects supplying
Where the feeble senses fail.

Glory, honour, might, dominion,
Be unto our God most high ;

To the Father, Son, and Si)irit,

Ever blessed Trinity,
Praise be given, and power eternal,
Unto all eternity.

f Thou didst give them bread from
heaven. [Alleluia.]

^ Containing in itself all sweetness.

[Alleluia.]

O God, who, under this wonderful Sacra-

ment, hast left us a memorial of Thy passion ;

grant us,we beseech Thee, so to venerate the

sacred mysteries of Thy body and blood,

that we may ever feel within us the fruit of

Thy redemption. Who livest, Ac. Amen.

Adoeemus in /Eternum.

Adoremus in aiternum Sanctissimum Let us adore for ever the most Holy
Sacramentum. Sacrament.

L/iui/afe.

Laudato Dominum omnes gentes ;
laud-

ate eum onnies populi.

Quoniam conlirmata est super nos miseri-

cordia t^jus : et Veritas Domini manet in

aiternum.

Gloria Patri, et Filio, et Spiritui Sancto.

Sicut erat in principio, et nunc, et

semper, et in saecula sa?culoruni. Amen.
Adorenuis in ajternum Sanctissinniiu

Sacramentum.

Praise the Lord, all ye nations : jiraise

Him, all ye peoi)le.

Because His mercy is confirmed upon
us : and the truth of the Lord remaineth
for ever.

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son,
and to the Holy Ohost,
As it was in the beginning, is now, and

ever shall be, world without end. Amen.
Let us adore for ever the most Holy

Sacrament.

N.B.—To x>rovidc music for Benediction throiujhoui the year is outside the scope of a h i/mnnl.A selection of tunes for
" Salutaris " can be made from those headed "

//W/;/ Metre "'in the
metrical inde.e.

" Tantum enjo" can be sniuj lo any time lieaded 8 7 8 7 8 7 in the metrical index.
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INDEX.

First words of Hymn.

A message from the Sacred Heart.

A year is dead, a year is born .

All hail ! dear Conqueror I all hail

All ill a stable cold and liare .

All nijjrht the Apostles toiled amain
All praise to Saint Patrick . . .

All ye who seelv a comfort sm'e

Amidst the City's golden towers .

An exile for the Faith ....
Angels we have heard on high .

Ark of the Covenant ! not that
Arm! arnil for the struggle approaches
As fades the glowing orb of day .

At the Cross her station keeping .

Ave Maria ! O Maiden, Mother .

Bethlehem ! of noblest cities . .

Blest is the Faith, divine and strong
Blood is the price of Heaven . .

By the Archangel's word of love .

Christ the Lord is risen to-day . .

Christmas comes to bless the earth

Come, all ye faitlifnl

Come, Holy Ohost, Creator, come.
Come, Holy Ghost, send down . .

Come, ye little children ....
Crown Him with many crowns. .

Daily, daily, sing to Mary ....
Days and moments (piickly flying . .

Dear Angel ! ever at my side . . .

Dear Crown t)f all the Virgin-choir .

Dear God of orplians, hear our prayer
Dear Husbatnl of Mary
Dear little One ! how sweet Thou art.

Dear Maker of the starry skies. . .

Faith of our fathers ! living still . .

Father of light I one glance of Thine.

Firmly I lielicve, and truly . . . .

Flowers of iiuutyrdoni all liuil . . .

No.

91

16

40
12
234
203
24

237
192
7
99
199
236
28

126

Author or Source of Hymn. Composer or Source of Tune.

Kev. M. Russell, s.J. .

Tr. Mgr. Canon Hall .

Rev. F. W. Faber . .

Ti: Rev. E. Gaynor .

Mgr. Canon Hall . .

Rev. F. W. Falier . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

(?)

/Nicholas de Tourneaux.
I Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

Bishop C'hadwiclc . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

(?) ••

Tr. T. J. Potter . . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

" Sister M." ....

R. L. de Pearsall [1795-1858] .

(German {flarinony btj J. S.i

{ Bach) i

R. R. 'Jerry
Old Enqlish Carol ....
W. Sewell
Jrixli Melody
(Adapted by ,J. Richardson froni\
\

" Tochter Sion" ( l!din, 17il) I

(From Dr. Christopher Tyel
I (fKcdloSO) i

W. Damon (1579)

(EnijHsh form of
\ Frencli Melody .

traditional

18 Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

137 Rev. F. W. Fabcr
96 Rev. F. W. Faber

228

38

238
5
47
48
156
64

100

145
166
206
158
174
154

138

211

245
14

S. B. Bamford
Laurence Ainjdeforth .

Kitln Gesav^jlniclt, IG'22 .

Mainz Gcianyl/uch, 1661
Laurence Aiiipleforth
Alta Trinita Beata "

dueval Italian Melody)

(i. La

^ii.
".

( diet (J/e-J

C. .\1. Caddell

Tr. Miss Leeson .

(?)

Tr. Canon Oakeley .

Tr. J. Drydeii . -

Tr. J. Austin. . .

Rev. Fr. Lanibilhjtte.

Rev. E. Caswall .

il. Bridges . . .

S. Casiniir. Tr. Rev. F
, Fabcr ....
Kev. E. Caswall . .

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Rev. F. W. h'aber .

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Rev. F. W. Faljcr .

fCar<linal Hellarmine.

I Rev. E. Caswall .

Cardinal Newman .

Tr. Rev. K. Caswall

Tr.

\y.

German
A. D. Scott
R. R. Terry

[Part i. Traditional . .

I
Part ii. J. Richardson . .

iPart iii. Adapted fmm X.

I Hartig's
" Siona" (18;5-2> .

i. R. R. Terry. ... . .
.j

li. Attrilmted to Henry CareyV
I [1692-1743] )

\Medi(eral French Melodyt
[ (" Orientis partibus") . .}

Traditional
Thomas Tallis [1515 (?)-l.-,85] .

R. R. Terry

From J. Haydn [1732 1809J .

R. R. Terry

Metre.

.

|i.
Spurioi

\
< zu lie

'
Hi. H. F. ]

Tr.

Spuriotui versitm of
" Mariai

lichen." >

Hemy \

Trier Gesanghuch," 1872 . .

Old Englivh
(German. (Harmony by J. S.\
\ Bach) .1

J. Richardson
Mainz Gesangbuch, 17-5

R. R. Terry
(Metrical form of

" Creators

( alnie sidertim" )

(i. Traditional \

Iii. R. R. Terry /

Old English

Korner'.^ Gexangbiich, 1631 .

Surnbcrg Gesangbuch, 1670 .

D.C.M.

I..M.

7,. 31.

D.C.M.
CM.
Irreg.

CM.

D.CM.

S.M.

7 77 7.

CM.
Irreg.
L.M.
887.887.

Irreg.

8787.
Iireg.

Irreg.

7 7 7 7 D.

7 7 7 7 D.

7 7 7 7.

Irreg.
CM.
8 8 6.8SC.

6 5 6 5 1).

D.S.M.

8 7 8 7 D.

8 787.
CM.

L.M.

D.CM.
11.11. 11. 11.

D.C.M.

L.M.

8 888.8 8.

L.M.

8 78 7.

(403)
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INDEX.

First words of Hymn.

Forth comes tl'.e Stanilard of the King
From where the risiii,;; sun ascends .

Full in the panting heart of Rome .

Full of glory, full of wonders . . .

Giver of life, eternal Lord . . .

Glory be to Jesus
God of mercy and compassion . .

Great God, whatever through Thy
Great Saint Andrew, Friend of Jesus

Great Saint Joseph ! Son of David

Green are the leaves
Guardian Angel

No. Author or Source of Hymn.

Hail, full of grace and purity .

Hail, glorious Saint Patrick

Hail 1 holy Joseph, hail . . .

Hail, holy mission, hail ....
Hail, Jesus, hail 1 who for my sake

Hail Mary, Pearl of Grace . . .

Hail, Qneen of Heaven, the Ocean Star

Hail, thou resplendent star . .

Hail, thou Star of ocean ....
Hail to Thee ! true Body, sprung .

Hail^ wounds I which through eternal

Happy we, who thus united . .

Hark I an awful voice is sounding.

Hark, hark, my soul, angelic songs

Have mercy on us, God ^lost High
He who once, in righteous vengeance
Hear Thy children, gentle .Tesus .

Hear thy children, gentlest Mother
Heart of Jesus ! golden chalice

Help, Lord, the souls which Thou hast\
made

Holy Queen 1 we bend before thee

Holy Spirit, Lord of Light . . .

I come to Thee, once mere, my Gud
I dwell a captive in His Heart . .

I love those precious Christmas words

1 met the Good Shepherd . . .

I need Thee, precious Jesus . .

I see my Jesus crucified ....
I'll sing a hymn to Mary . . .

In caves of the lone wilderness

30
13

139
55

131
95
147
224
193
179
118
159

Tr. Rev. E. Gaswall
Tr. Rev. Fr. Trapi)es

Cardinal Wiseman .

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Rev. E. Vaughan, c.ys.

(')
Canon Oakeley .

Tr. Bishop Casartelli

Cardinal Newman .

(?)

227 IJev. P. Conway, o.p.

201 "
Sister Agnes

"
. .

173 Rev. F. "\y. Faber

141 Bishop Chadwick . .

94 '

Tr. Rev. F. W. Faber .

107 Kev. Bade Camm, O.S.B.

101

109
110

70

Dr. Lingard . . .

(?)

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

97 Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

225 Rev. E. Vaughan, ess i;.

1
!

Tr. Rev. B. Ca.s\vall

250
53
35
150
151
92

Rev. F. AV. Faber .

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Rev. F. Staufield .

Rev. F. Stanfleld .

Bishop Casartelli

132 Cardinal Newman . .

,^^ fS. Casirair. Tr. Rev.
'•'-'^

1 Vaughan, c.ss.k. . .

48 I
I

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

79
90

153
63
68

36
112

180

E

the

Rev. F. A\\ Faber . .

fS. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev.
), Vaughan, c.ss.r. . .

/Anon (" Hiimns for
I Year," 1S67) . . .

Rev. E. Caswall . . .

fAnon (" Hpinns for tlh

I Year," ISOT) . ". .

(?)

Rev. Fr. Wyse . . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Composer or Source of Tune. Metre.

Speisr GexanghucJi, 1599 . .
|

I..M.

Thomas Tallis L1515 (?)-ir)S5] .
' l.m.

/i. Rev. C. A. Cox
l' s«ss S8

I ii. From"La Scala ,S'anto,"1681/
*>»»»•«»•

R. R. Terry | Irreg.

/'/•om Dr. Cliristopher Tye. .
1
C.jr.

F. Filitz [1847] : 6 5 6 5.

Traditional .' 8 7 S 7 D.

/^ro»!. Dr. Christopher Tye. . D.c.ji.

W. Birtchnell, Mus.B. . . 8 7 8 7 D.

{Melodii {" neil'ner ,JoKci>h,") by
l A. G. Stein, 1852 ....
Anon
H. B. Collins, Mus.B. . . .

8 7 8 7 D.

CM. (triple).

Iireg.

(Part i. Lam'ence Ampleforthl
<Part ii. Laurence Ampleforth
|Par< w. Thomas Tallis . .1

Old Iri>:h Melodii
" Psalteriolum Harmonicum,"\
1642 /

i. Mgr. Crookall i

ii. Limhurg Gemi^ghueh, 1838 ./
Vincent Novello

fi. R. R. Terry i

(ii. Beiiron Melody j

fi. Tradilional
\

iii. R. R. Terry J

R. R. Terry
[

d. J. Richardson
Ui. R. R. Terry
rS. E. L. Spooner-Lillingston,V
I Mus. B /

j

Andcrnach Gesangbuch, 1608 .

1 Geo. Herbert
Korncr'n Gesnngbuc/i, 1631 .

li. H. B. Collins^ Mus.B.
]

Iii. Laurence AmpleforthJ
" '

Old English
Vincent Novello [1781-1861] .

S. P. "W'addington ....
Sir Edward Elgar, o.M., Mus.D.
W. Schultes

Simniah Melody

" Sicilian Sfariner'ti Ilymii
"

.

Samuel Webbe [1740-1816] . .

Dr. Arne (1710-1798)

Vincent Novello . .

CM.

11 11 11 11.

6 6 66.

6 66 6.

8 8 6.8 8 6.

Irreg.

8 88 8.8 8.

6666.
6 6 6 6 D.
6 6 66.

Irreg.

CM.
8 7 8 7 D.

878 7.

Irreg.

CM.
8 7 8 7.7 7.

8 78 7.

8 78 7.

S78 7.S 7.

CM.

8787.

7 7 7.7 7 7.

CM.

CM.

Old English Carol .

R. R. Terry . . .

Laurence Ampleforth

D.CM.

6 5 6 5 P.

Irreg.

'

P. Kevin Buckley
ii. Traditional

\

(ii. R. IX. Terry j
" "

Laurence Ampleforth

L.M.

7 6 7 6 1>.

1(1 10 10 6.

( JiOl )



INDEX.

First woi'tls of Hymn. Xo. Author ov Source of Hyniii. Composer or Source of Tune. Aletre.

.Terusalem, my happy home . .

Jerusalem, thou City blest . . .

Jesu I as th<)U!^h Thyself wert here

Jesu, brightness of the Father

Jesu, Creator of the world . . .

Jesu, eternal Tnith sublime . .

Jesu, Redeemer of the world . .

Jesu 1 the only thought of Thee .

Jesu I the very thought of Tliee .

Jesus I all hail, who for my sin -.

Jesus, ever.loving Saviour . .

Jesus, gentlest Saviour ....
Jesus is God : The solid earth.

Jesus 1 let me call Thee son . .

Jesus, Lord, be Thou my own .

.fesus, my Lord, behold at length .

Jesus I my Lord, my God, my all

Jesus I Thou art coming . . .

Joseph ! our certain hope below .

Joseph, piu-e Spouse of that immortal!
Bride j

Joy of my heart 1 oh let me pay .

Kind Angel Guardian, thanks to thee

Lead me to lliy peaceful manger .

Leader now on earth no longer
Let the deep organ swell the lay .

Let those who seek the.world to please

Lift up, ye princes of the sky . .

Light of the anxious heart . . .

Light of the soul, O Savioiu- blest .

Like the dawning of the morning .

Little King, so fair and sweet .

Look down, O Mother Mary . .

Lord, for to-morrow and its needs
Lord of eternal purity ....
Loid, receive our thankful hom^e
Lover of Christ's immortal Bride .

Loving Shepherd of Thy sheep . .

Man of Sorrows, wrapt in grief . .

MartjTS of England '. standing on high
MartjTS of England I still be near us .

Mary ! dearest Mother
More fair than all the vernal flowers.
Mother ilary 1 at thine altar . . .

Mother Mary '. at thine altar (Children)

Mother of Mercy I day by day . . .

246
140
34
169
85
241
15

67
19

32

218
82
58
176

65
146
72
160
178
177

120

164

9
198
208
226
46
60
242
3

161

103
219
69
204
249
214

37
196
248
124
209
125
155
102

fFr. Laurence Anderson,!
I alias John Brcrely S..J. J

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. J. Dryden . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. F. W. Faber

/.•Viion. (" Holji FamUyr
,1 Hymns," ISO'!) . . '.(

\
Rev. F. W. Fabt-r
Rev. F. AV. Faber

(S. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev
I Vaughan, C.S?.k. .

/S. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev
I Vaughan, c.SS.R. .

Bishop Chadwick .

Rev. F. W. Falier .

(?^

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Rev. A. Muzzarelli .

i

Vincent Novello
j

Henry Carey
Rev. C. Raymond-Barker, s.J.

German
\

(Adapted from Chtv. g.
Ntii-]

I komm ]

J. Criiger, ICr.S

Mf<''<i'"f<'("<' Claude Goudimel,)
\ [diedXorl] J

J, Richardson
A. E. Tozer, Mus.D. . . .

(H. Isaak, ir>;il (Ilannoay by\
I J. S. Bach) I

R. R. Terry

R. R. Terry
Liiitburg Genangbuch, 183S. .

Laurence Ampleforth

IgnacePleyel [1757-1S31] . .

Traditional

fPart i. Traditional

c.3r.

8 8 8 8 S 3.

I..M.

8 7 8 7.7 7.

L.M.

CM.

L.M.

P.O.M.
CM.

S 8 6.8 8 6.

Irrcg.

C .5 C .1.

P.CM.

Irreg.

7 7 7 7.

Irreg.

8 888.8 8.

C ,"> 6 .T P.

CM.

10 10 10 6.

" Sister M. J.'

M. Bridges ....
Rev. J. Reeks . . .

Rev. C. Pise ....
Rev. E. Vaughan, c.ss.R.

Tr. Rev. J. D. Aylward, o.r

Tr. Cardinal .Newman .

Tr Rev. E. Caswall .

Rev. F. W. Faber . .

"S. N. D." ....
S. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev. E,

Vaughan, cst^.u. . .

"Sister M. Xavier"
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

Rev. Bede Camm, o.P.B.

Bisliop Burton . . .

Miss Leeson ....

M. Bridges . . .

"Sister Mary Xavier

(?)

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Rev. F. W. Fal)er .

Rev. F. \V. Falter .

Rev. 1''. \y. Fabei' .

fPart 1. Traditx.nal
\

iPart ii. R. R. Terry)"
' ' "

W. Pitts
Attributed to S. Webbc, Junr.

Laurence Ampleforth . . .

\Rottenberij Gesamjbuch, 1S65)
I (Front. Vehe's O'emngbiich-y p.l.m.

( lein,15S7) )l

Anon L.M.

''1}

R. R. Terry
Mgr. Crookall
Rev. C. Raymond-Barker, s.J.

A. D. Scott
(Landshut Genangbuch, 17"

I (dightly abridged)
Frankfort .Mdodii (adapted) .

Traditional Melody ....
" Tochter Sion." (Kiiln, 1741).

(.7. Hintze, 1G22 (Harmony by\
I J. ,V. Bach) J

J. Ricliardson

! Laurence Ampleforth . . .

I Samuel Webbe
/Caspar Ett ("Cant tea

Sacra,'-^
[ lS4t) /

Abl>e Dugtiet
S Webbe, Junr. |1770-1S43) .

8787
8 787
L.M.

Irreg.

D.L.M.

.><.M.

i,.:m.

87 8 7

7 7 7 7

7 P.

7 l>.

6 D.

Irreg.
L.M.

878'

L.M.
777:

'.8:

From S. Webbe ....
A. D. Scott
Laurence .\rnpleforth . .

P. Kevin-Buckley . . .

H. B. Collins. Mus.B. . .

Traditional 8 7 8 7 U.

Traditional 8 7 8 7 n.

li. Tr iditional i

[Ui. R. R. Terry j
• • • •

I ^ / 7 D.

!» 1) 9 9.

9 9 9 9.

(j .5 5.

C M.

L.M.
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INDEX,

First words of Hymn.

Jly God, accept ray heart this day .

My God I how wonderful Tliou art .

My God, I believe in Thee ....
My God, I love Thee, not because

My .Jesus I say, what wretch has dared

My oldest friend, mine from the hour

ICo. I Author or Source of Hymn

52
212

M. Bridges . .

Rev. F. W. Faber
100 (A-non. ("S.Patrick's Hi/mn\•o^

I Book-' 1

I 33

26
165

fS. FrjncisXavier. YV. Rev.'

Composer or Source of Tune. Metre.

S. "VVeTjbe, Junr C.Ji.

R. R. Terry c.3i.

Ancient Chant ! Irreg.

('•E:^^;^r?^V r-^"^':)
Laurence Ampleforth

fS. Alphonsu.s. Tc. Rev. E.1 )i. Anon. (Old Engli)ih)\
[ Vaughan, CSS R. . . ./ Ui. Geo. Herbert . . i

Cardinal Newman . . . R. A. Turton I CM

CM.

D.CM.

Now are the days of humblest prayer
Now at the Lamb's high royal feast .

Now daily shines the sun more fair .

Now doth the sun ascend the sky. .

Now let the earth with joy resound .

Now with the fast-departing light .

O Blessed Saint, of snow-white purity
O Blest Creator of the light. . . .

O Bread of Heaven, beneath this veil

O brightness of eternal light . . .

Christ, the glory of the angel choirs

O Christ, Thy guilty people spare . .

cruel Herod ! why thus fear . .

O Father, Son, and Holy Ghost . .

O Flower of Grace ! divinest Flower .

O glorious Maid, enthroned on high .

O God of loveliness

O Godhead hid, devoutly I adore Thee

Heart of Jesus, Heart of God

Heart of .Jesus, purest Heart

Jesu 1 King most wonderful .

O Jesu ! lifespring of the soul .

O Jesu, Thou the beauty art .

O Jesus Christ remember

Jesus ! God and man ! for love

O Jesus, Jesus 1 dearest Lord .

O Jesus 1 on Thy Mother's breast
O Lord ! behold the suppliant baud

O Mother blest, whom God bestows

O Mother denr
O Mother, will it always be. . .

Paradise, Paradise ....

22
41

[189
I

233
186

'230
I

Rev. F. W. Faber .

Ti: Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. CaswiUl
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

purest of creatures ! sweet Mother

Sacred Heart ! all blissful light. .

O Sacred Heart ! (Our home lies deep)
sing a joyous carol

181
229
231

66
167

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . -

'fS. Alphonsus. jTc. Rev. E.
]

I Vaughan, c.SS.R. . . .1

/Anon. {" Ht/rrms for the]

\ rear," 1861) ... .J

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . .

1 R. R. Terry
Attributed to J. Scheffler, 1657
T. Bordonel Brown ....
From Sarum Antiphonat .

fAnon. {"Easy Mimcfor Church\
;l Choirs," ISoS) J

\i" Katholinches Gei^tliche Ge-\
\ saJi</6Mc/i

"
(Vienna, 1744) .]

A. D. Scott
Old Melody (metrical form)

Attributed to H. F. Hemy .

130 Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

17

142
123
111

57

76
89
88
20
168
21
77
157
61
163
136
108
247
127
172

106

87
86
152

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . .

f.A.non. ("Catholit'.Hym nal,"
{ 1860)
Rev. F. W. Faber . . .

Tr. Rev. F. Trappes . .

(S. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev. E.

I Vaughan, css.n. . . .

(S. Thomas Aquinas. Tr.
\ Rev. E. Caswall . . .

Lady G. FuUerton . . .

Tr. Rev. M. Russell, S.J. .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . .

^Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall . .

Rev. E. Caswall ....
|Anou. (" Hinnns for thf

I Year," 1867) . . . .

Rev. F. W. Fabsr . . .

(?)

Rev. T. E. Bridgett. css.R.
fS. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev. E.

( Vaughan, CSS.R. . .

R 1? T '

Rev. F. W. Faber
"

.' .

Rev. F. "W. Faber . . .

Rev. F. W. Faber

Rev. F. Stanfield
Rev. F. Stanfield
"
Sister M. B." .

J. F. Barnett

Laurence Ampleforth . . .

iMelody
"

i'eni Uedempt(yr''\
X (" Catholische GerstHche Ge->
( satige," leOS) )

\(i.
Rev. H. Whitehead, O.P. .)

lii. Rev. T. A. Burge, O.S.B. ./

From Dr. Christopher Tye . .

^

A. D. Scott
J. Richardson

From La Feill6e

Irreg.
L.M.
CM.
L.M.

L.M.

L.M.

10.6.10.6.
L.M.

8 88 8.8 8.

R. R. Terry

Bishop Weathers ....
(From'Webbc's "Collection of\
I Psalm Tunes" 1820 . . . /

R. R. Terry
tKatholiiches Geistliche GeA
\ sfinge, 1608 /

M. Praetorius, 1609 ....
: R. L. de Pearsall

[

Fro?n. Dr. Christopher Tye . .

S. Webbe, Junr. . .

Mgr. Canon Connelly
A. E. Tozer, ilus.D.

F. Westlake . . .

R. R. TeiTy
Rev. Jerome Urquhart, O.S.B.

I
i. Laurence Ampleforth \

H. B. Collins, Mus.B.f
' '

"Maria zu lichen" (/'ader-'i

born Gesaniibuch, 1765) .

Mgr. Crookall
'

R. Terry

Ul

):;

R.
Laurence Ampleforth
J. Criiger (adapted) .

D.CM.

10.10.10.6.

L.M.

L.M.

D.CM. •

Irreg.
L.M.

6 C 6 6 D.

11.11.11.11.

CM.

L.M.

CM.

L M.

CM.
7 6 7 6 D.

D.CM.

CM.
D.CM.
CM.

Irreg.

Irreg.
CM.

Irreg.

11.11.11.11.

11.10.11.10.

Irreg.
7 G 7 D.
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INDEX.

First words of Hymn.

Sioii ! open wide thy gates . . .

soul of Jesus, sick to death . . .

tender Mother, Virgin fair . . .

O Tliou eternal King most high . .

Thou immortal Ligiit divine . .

Thou in whom my love doth find .

Thou of all Thy warriors, Lord . .

Thou pure light of souls that love .

Thou, the Martyrs' glorious King .

O Thou, th' eternal Father's ^'ord

Thou, wlio Thine own F'ather's breast
O turn to Jesus, Mother, turn .

O'erwhelmed in depths of w-oe . .

Oh, balmy and bright as moonlit night

Oh come and mourn with me a while

Oh, come to the merciful Saviour

Oh, say not thou art left of God . .

Oh, the priceless love of Jesus . . .

Oh, vision bright

Out of the depths to Thee, Lord, I cry

Peter, blest Shepherd ! hearken .

Praise to the Holiest in the heiglit
Praise we our God with joy
Praise we those ministers celestial

Rejoice, ye Spirits and Angels

Remember, holy Maiy . . .

Rise, glorious Victor, rise . .

No.

116

31

128
42
54
45
194
44

Author or Source of Hymn.

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Rev. F. W. Faber .

(?)

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

195
;

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

205 Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Rev. F. W. Faber .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Rev. F. \V. Faber .

4
133
25
122
27
148
220
149
121

134

185
56
213
170

Rev. F. W. Faber

Rev. F. W. Faber
Cardinal Newman

(?)

Rev. F. W. Faber

(?)

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Cardinal Newman .

Canon Oakcley .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

117 Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

noQ i^- J^ernard. Tr. Rev. M.\•^y
( Russell, S.J J

43 M. Bridges

Saint of the Sacred Heart . . .

Saint Patrick, for our country pray

Say, oh say, ^ly people ....
See, amid the winter's snow . .

Seek ye a Patron to defend . .

Seek ye the grace of God . . .

Signed with the Cross that Jesus bore

190
202
29
6

182
175
51

Sing, my tongue, the Saviour's glory .
\

71
I

Sing, sing, ye Angel bands .... 105

Sion, lift thy voice, and sing . . . 80

Sleep, Holy Babe 10
Soon the fiery sim ascending . . . 243
Soul of my .Saviour, sanctify my breast

j

74
Souls of men ! why will ye scatter .

1 144

Rev. F. W. Faber . . .

/Anon. (" Ilijmns for the

( Ecde-nastical i'ear")
(?)

:)

Rev. E. Caswall . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Rev. H. A. Rawcs .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Rev. F. W. Faber .

(Tr. of
\ Rev. E.

' Latida
Caswall

Sion.'

Rev. E. Caswall . . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

Tr. of
" Aniitia CJirixti

Rev. F. A\'. Faber . .

Composer or Source of Tune.

M. Francklin
(Metrical furm of

" Christe qui
[ lux"
(" Es ist daslieil" (,M iltenbiir(j

I Proceynioiiale)
Thomas Tallis

S. Webbe
Rev. R. B. Sankey, Mus.B.
R. R. Terry
F. H. Barthelcmon (1741-1S08)
t" Hex (jlori(>!<e martiintin"
I (A ndernnch Gesangbticti, 1608)/

|H. Isaak {Uarinumi by J. S.\
I Bach) )

Thomas Tallis

German
R. R. Terry
Laurence Ampleforth . . .

(i. Mgr. Crookall )

iii. Vincent Novello /
' * '

Strassburg Gesangbuck, 1697 .

From La FeilWe
(From "Tochter Sion" (Koln,1
I 1741) ]

J. C. Bowen

Metre.

(Claude Goudimel ((('((/( arrange- 1

I mcnt in the minor by Editor))

R. R. Terry . . .

R. R. Terry . . .

R. R. Terry . . .

H. B. Collins, Mus.B.

Laurence Ampleforth

W. Sewell ....
R. R. Terry . . .

Mgr. Canon Hall ....
R. R. Terry

R. R. Terry
Traditional
A. E. Tozer, Mus.D. ...
W. Sewell
P. Kevin Buckley ...

, Attributed to J. .M. Haydn
Afore probablii by Samuel

I Webbe
iial )

erryj
Part i. R. R. Terry . .

Part ii. R. R. Terry . .

Part iii. R. R. 'J'erry

Parts iv. and v. S. 'iVobbe

Traditional ....
I>re<idrn Chorale .

Kev. \V. Malier, s..i. . .

Mainz Gesangbuch, 1061

i. Traditional
ii. R. R. Ter

CM.

L.M.

8888.8.

CM.
L.M.
CM.
L.M.
L.M.

L.M.

8 8 6.8 8 6.

CM.
L.M.
S.M.

Irreg.

L.M.

12.11.12.11.
L M.

8 7 8 7 D.

L.M.

10.10.10.10 D.

Irreg.
CM.
6 7 6 7 D.

.10.6.10.6.

Irreg.

7 6 7 6 D.

Irreg.

6 6 6 6 D.

D.CM.

Irreg.
7 7 7 7 D.

D.CM.
S .M.

8 8 6.886.

8 7 87.87.

666 6.6 6.

7 7 7.777.
8 8 7.887.
7 7 7.777.
7 7 7 7 D.

Irreg.
8 7 8 7.7 7.

10.10.10.10.

8787.
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INDEX.

First woi-ds of Hymn.

Spirit of grace and union . . .

Spotless Anna ! Juda's glory . .

Stars of glory, shine more brightly
Sweet Agnes, holy child
Sweet Heart of Jesu?, fonnt of love
Sweet Sacrament divine ....
Sweet Saviour ! bless us ere we go

The beauteous light . . . .

'

.

The Confessor of Christ ....
The darkness fleets, and joyful earth
The day of wrath, that awful day.
The Eternal Fatlier's Intellect.
The fierce gale struck the ship
The life which God's Incarnate Word
Th.e Lord commands
The L(^rd whom earth, and air, and sea
The Lord's eternal gifts ....
The snow lay on the grounil
The Word, descending from above

Thee prostrate I adore ....
Tliere is a land of peace and love .

There is an everlasting home .

This is the image of the Queen
Thou loving Maker of mankind .

To Christ, the Prince of Peace .

To Jesus' Heart, all burning . .

Tyburn's days are long forgiven .

Unveil, Lord, and on >is shine

We come to Thee, Sweet Saviour .

What happiness can equal mine .

What mortal tongue can sing .

Wlien Christ, by His own servants slain

When evening's last faint beams .

When I sink down in gloom or fear
When morning gilds tlie skies . .

AVhen the loving Shepherd . . .

Whither thus, in holy rapture

\Vho can paint that lovely city

Wlio is she that stands triumphant
Why art thou soirowful . . .

^^ith one accord now let us sing .

Ye sons and daughters of the Lord

Yes, Heaven is the prize . . .

^'o. Author or Source of Hymn. Composer or Source of Tune.

49
210
11
207
93
78
215

183
200
240
223
50
235
191
184
113
187
8
75
81
239
98
119
23
83

84
197

221

143
232
114
188
62
222
59
73
115

171

135
216
244

39
217

Metre.

fAdam of S. Victor.

\ Rev. E. Caswall .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
C:auon Husenlieth .

CO
(:')

Tr

Rev. F. Stanfield
Rev. F. W. Faber

Tr. :\rgr. Canon H ill

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Archbishop Bagshawe
Archbishop Bagshawe
Mgi'. Canon Hall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
Old EaglUh Carol .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall
S. Thomas Aquinas. Tr

. Rev. J. D. Aylward, 0.1'

Rev. F. Stanfield . .

11. Bridges ....
Rev. E. Caswall . . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

fAloys Schlor. Tr. Rev,
I A. .1. Christie, s.J.

Tr. Rev. J. Reeks .

Cardinal Newman

Rev. F. W. Faber . .

Rev. F. W. Faber . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

Tr. Canon Scannell . .

Cardinal Newman . .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

fSt. Alphonsus. Tr. Rev
I E. Vaughan, c.SS.R. .

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

)l

)ll

H. Isaak {Harmoni) by J. S.\

Bach). ...'....]
.J. Haydn
Kola Gesamjbltch, 1852 . . .

R. R. Terry
Laurence Ampleforth .

Rev. F. Stanfield
Geo. Herbert

Samuel Webbe . . .

R. R. Terry ....
Rev. J. Urquhart, O.s.B.

Strassburg Chorale .

Thomas Tallis . . .

Old Eiujli.<<h ....
Rev. .1. Trqtdiart, o.s.b.

R. R. Terry ....
Cantiarium S. Galli . .

W. Sewell
Laurence Ampleforth .

From Palestrina [died 159-1]

R. R. Terry . . .

J. Richardson . .

Laurence Ampleforth
R. R. Terry . . .

R. R. Terry . . .

(Catholicum Uymnolojium
I Germaniciun, 1587
i. Rev. W. J. Maher, S.J.

ii From Hartig's "Sio)ia,
J. Haydn

Rev. E. Caswall

Aubrey de Vere .

Rev. F. W. Faber

R. R. T. . . ,

')

1832/

}{

Tr. Rev. E. Caswall .

Rev. E. Vaughan, C.SS.R.

From Dr. Christopher Tye.

R. R. Terry
Mainz Gesangbuch ....
R. R. Terry
A. E. Tozer, Mus.D. . . .

From S. Webbe, Jun. (Collec-)
tion of Psalm Tunes, 1820) /

Old English Melodi/ ....
R. R. Terry
i. J. Uallett Shepherd )

u. Old German Melody i'
' '

Mainz Gesangbuch [1661] . .

"Ad perennis vitae fontein."i
(Melody from Tours Iire-\-

viary '?)

R. R. Terry
Laiuence Ampleforth .

Melodyfrom GeistliA'.heKirchen

gesdnge (Kdln, 1623) . . ,

(Traditional. (Earliest form)
\ apjieared Paris, 1623). . .1

Laurence Ampleforth . .

886.886:
8 7 8 7 D.

8 7 8 7 D.

Irreg.
Irreg.

Irreg.
8888.88.

12.12.12.12.
IU.6.10.6.
CM.
8 8 8.888.
L.)I.

CM.
CM.
Irreg.
I,. M.

S. M.

Irreg.
L.M.

Irreg.

Irreg.

Irreg.

Irreg.
L.M.

S.M.

Irreg.

8 7 8 7 D.

CM.

Irreg.
L.M.
CM.
L.M.

L.M.

CM.
6 6 6.666.

6 5 6 5 D.

8787.

8 78 7.7 7.

S7S 7 (triple).
11.11.11.11.

Irreg.

S S S ( ((' 1 1 h
Alleluias).

Irreg.
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INDEX.

LATIN HYMNS.

First words of Hymn. No.

Adeste, fldeles 251

Adoro te dev6te lateiis Deltas . . . 259

Ave maris stella

Ave v^ruin C'6rpus natum

261

. 257

Author or Source of Hymn.

(First mentioned in a Stony-\
I hurst MS. \7ol . . .)

S. Thomas Aquinas . .

Dies inc, dies ilia 262

Lauda, Siou, Salvatiirem . 260

Pange lingua glori(5si 258

Stabat mater dolor6sa

Te Deum Laudauius .

252

263

Veni, Creator Spiritus
j

255

Veni SAncte Spiritus 1 256
Vexilla Kj^is i)rrt(U'Uiit 253
Motimtc Pascliiili lavides . . . .

; 254

Author uncertain

.Attributed in a Ri/:henan\
MS. of lith Centi

{ Pope Innocent

ieltenaii)

itury to\

(Probably by Thomas ofl

t (.'elano (^alwut 1250) .

fS. Thomas Aquinas {about'
\ 1260) ....
S. Thomas A(iuiuas . . .

{Probabhi by Jauopoue del

I Todi(13</( Century) . .]

:}
\ Doubtful. Possibly Rlia
1 lianus ilaurus (776-856)
(Probablu Pope Innocent)
\ III. (1215) i

Venautius Fortunatus (569)
Uncertain

Composer or Source of Tune. Metre.

Traditional (lith Century). .

Plalnsonfi(nthor'lSfh Century)
i. Proper I'lainsomj Melody .

ii. Lciseatritt's Gesangbuch,
1567 (abridged) ....

iii. C. Ett
iv. R. R. Terry (Melody of Ett\

in Tenor)

Plainsong (15th or 16th Century)

Irreg.

11.11.11.11.

)[

}{

Plainsong (founded on Verse)

,of Respond
"
Libera') . .)

Plainsong (originally "Laudes\
cruets," 1260) /

fPlainsong (attributed tu Ven-1
I antius Fortunatus) . . ./

French. Possibly 17th Century

Plainsong

Plainsong (ith Century) . .

f Plainsong (11th Century))
i Samuel Webbe . . . J

' '

Plainsong (ith Century) . .

Plainsong

6GC6.

IiTeg.

8 8 7.SS7.

Irreg.

8 7 8 7.8 7.

8 8 7.88 7.

Irreg.

L.M.

7 7 7.7 7 7.

L.M.

Irreg.

( H"' )



METRICAL INDEX,

SHORT METRE (S.M.). 25, 60, 83, 175,

187, 192.

DOUBLE SHORT METRE (D.S.M.).
64.

COMMON METRE (CM.). 4, 19, 20,

21, 21, 33, 42, 45, 47, 52, 53, 56, 61, 79, 89,

90, 97, 99, 114, 116, 127, 131, 132, 136, 165,

166, 178, 189, 191, 209, 212, 221, 222, 234,

23'>, 240, 241, 246.

DOUBLE COMMON METRE (D.C.M.).

12, 26, 58, 66, 67, 91, 142, 153, 154, 157,

158, 163, 182, 202, 224, 227, 237.

TRIPLE COMMON METRE (T.C.M.).
118.

LONG ME-^-RE (L.M.). 2, 13, 15,(^1J('
/, 2:3-, 27, 30, 31. ? 1, 'V,. 40, 41, 44, 50, 54, 62,

''^^^-f.l. 69, 75, 85, 88, loi^, 111, 113, 121, 130, 133,

164, 168, 186, 188, 194, 195, 206, 208, 211,

220, 229, 230, 232, 233, 236, 242, 249, 253,

255.

DOUBLE LONG METRE (D.L.M.).
120.

6 5 6 5. 82, 95, 110, 124.

6 5 6 5 Double. 63, 73, 110, 156, 160.

6 6 6 6. 109, 141, 173, 261.

6 6 6 6 Double. 57, 190.

6 6 6 6.66. 105.

6 6 6.666. 59.

6 7 6 7 Double. 213.

7 6 7 6 Double. 77, 103, 112, 129, 152.

7 7 7 7. 7, 14, 65, 214, 238.

7 7 7 7 Double. 6, 37, 38, 161, 228.

7 7 7.777. 48a, 80 (Parts I. and IH.), 256.

8 7 8 7. 1, 18, 104, 115, 144, 145, 150, 151,
245.

8 7 8 7 Double. 3, 9, 11, 100, 125, 147, 149,

155, 179, 193, 197, 198, 210, 225.

8 7 8 7 Triple. 135, 258.

8 7 8 7.77. 35, 169, 171, 243.

8 7 8 7.87. 71, 92, 204.

8 8 6.886. 32, 48, 49, 51, 94, 205.

8 8 7.887. 28, 80 (Part II.), 252, 262.

8 8 8 {with Alleluias). 39.

8 8 8 8.8. 128.

8 8 8 8.88. 72, 101, 138, 139, 140, 215, 223,

231.

9 9 9 9. 196, 248.

10.6.10.6. 170,181,200. ^

10.10.10.6. 167,177,180.

10 . 10 . 10 . 10. 74, 134 Double.

11.10.11.10. 76,87.

11 . 11 . 11 . 11. 106, 174, 201, 216, 259.

12.11.12.11. 148.

12.12.12.12. 183.

IRREGULAR METRE (Irreg.). 5, 8,

10, 22, 29, 43, 55, 68, 70, 78, 81, 84, 86, 93,

96, 98, 107, 108, 117, 119, 122, 123, 126,

137, 143, 146, 159, 162, 172, 176, 184, 185,

199, 203, 207, 217, 218, 219, 226, 239, 244^

247, 250, 251, 254, 257, 260, 263.
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